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To the PUBLIC. 

n 

THE Fourth Volume of this Collection of Farce* 
makes its appearance about the time promifed; 
and» as was formerly announced* will terminate the piuV 
lication for the prefect. 

Notwithftanchng) the Publiiher is determined at fomt 
future period to add two or three Volumes, if he (hall 
be fo fortunate as to obtain penmlfion from the xeQ>cc- 
table authors* to infert fevcril ex ce ll en t pieces which hi) 
has in view.; the publication of which would highly gra» 
tify the public, but could not without fuch permimoti- 
be attempted with any degree of ftiraefs or propriety. If 
he has already taken any fuch liberty, he is forry for it; 
and hopes the diftance, and in moft cafes the want of 
knowledge, of the gentlemen* refidence, will plead hit. 
apology. 

At the fame time, he would not wiih it to be thought 
he is making any very improper requeft ; it being a well 
known fad amongft authors and bookfellers, that the 
firft feafon of publication of all dramatic pieces, efpecialljr 
of the petit kind, is the only period from which any ad- 
vantage is derived to either. Any gentleman having nd> 
particular objection to the infertion of his pieces- in the 
fubfequent volumes, will confer a particular obligation 
on Mr Elliot by fignifylng as much to him by letter. 

The uncommon fuccefs this undertaking has met witfar 
from the Public, demands the Publisher's warmeft ac- 
knowledgments : and he flatters himfelf that the contents 
of the prefent volume will be fband of equal, if not fupc* 
rior merit to any of the former; while the improvement, 
of marking with inverted commas thofe parts ufualrjr 
omitted in the reprefentatioo* will* it is prefumed, ferve 
to ftamp an additional value on the Collodion, " 

Edinburgh, Juneii%l+ 
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WHICH IS WHICH? 



IN THREE ACTS. 
Altered frojn Shakespeare's Comedy or Error*. 

Br Mr WOODS. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

SHakispeare's Comedy of Errdrs has never obtained a rank on 
the ftage equal with true other comedies of that excellent au- 
thor. Without enumerating the various caufes that might be af- 
figned of its indifferent reception, the editor contents himfelf with 
mentioning only ont, as it explains the motive from whilh he un- 
dertook both the former and the prefent alteration :— The frequent 
repetition of timilai* blunders, which are occadoned by the likeoeft 
between the Antipbolifes and Dnmios, and are continued through 
five long a£b, produces an intricacy that perplexes, and a famenefs 
that tires, an audience. With a view to remedy thefe defects, the 
editor, a few years ago, reduced the comedy to three alts, and it 
was performed, as an after-piece, with mnch approbation; but as 
his veneration for the author made him retain too man} of the 
fcenes, there Hill e lifted in the comedy, wrqpi altered, too much 
of the confufion and uniformity of the original.— -He has therefore 
ventured to make further alterations'; and flatters bimfelf the piece, 
as it now (lands, will be conftdered not an unacceptable addition ta 
the lift of Theatrical Entertainments. 

Vol. IV. -A Xh£ 
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A C T I. 

Scene, *The Street* 

Enter Antipholis of Syracuse* Firft Merchant 

nnd Dromio. 
Firft Merchant. 

THEREFORE'give out you arc of Epidamnnm «— 
For by a law in force it is enaded, 
If any flranger, born in Syracufa, 
Come to our port of Ephefus, he dies; 
Unlefs, indeed, he be potfefs'd bf wealth 
Sufficient to difchargc a heavy forfeiture. 
There is your money that I had to keep. 

Ant. of Syr. Oo, bear it to the Centaur where we hoft> 
And ftay there, Dromio, till I come to thee : 
Get thee away. , 

Dro. of Syr. Many a man would take you at your word, 
And go indeed, having fo good a means*— [-Ex/7 Dromio.' 

Ant, of Syr. A trufty villain, • Sir, that very oft 
Lightens my humour with his merry jefls. 

i Mer. If *t pleafe you, Sir, I now will claim your 
promife, 
To truft me with that part of your adventures 
Which yet I have not heard. 

Ant. of Syr. - In Syracufa, 

As X have toid you, was my father born; 

And 
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And, by the profp'rous voyages he made 
To Epidamnum, grew a wealthy merchant. 
To (hare his happinefs, he took a wife— 
Who on a vifit to my father's friends 
In Epidamnum, with hint croiVd the fea ; 
And there foon gave him, at a Tingle birth, v 
Two fons — that fo refembled each the other, 
They could not be diilinguifh'd. — Stranger ih'H, 
In the fame houfe, and at the felf-fame hour, 
A poor mean woman was delivered 
Of fuch another burden — two male twins, 
Tha£, like my father's boys, (myfelf and brother) 
Puzzled their parents to tell which was which. 

i. Mer. 'Twas ftrange,' indeed! 

/Int. of Syr* Thefe did my father purchafe of the woman, 
Deiigning them attendants on his fons*; 
But foon returning home to Syracufa, 
A tempeft rofe, that dafli'd our bark in pieces. 
My mother, brother, and his little fiave, 
On a fmall raft the failors had prepared, 
Were driven by the waves. 
Upon another plank, my haplefs father, 
Myfelf, and th' other infant-twin were bound; 
And being next day feen by friendly voyagers, 
They fav'd, and brought us into Syracufa.-*- 
At eighteen years I undertook to fearch < 

After my mother's and my brother's fate. 
Five fummers have I rang'd in diftant climes, 
And, coaftihg homeward, came to Ephefus, 
In hopes to find them- — But in vain I feek, 
And feeking them, unhappy lofe myfelf. 

i Mer, I take an interefl, Sir, in your misfortunes : 
I am nonjti cngag'd to certain friends on bufinefs ; 
But foon again , at five o'clock, fo pleafe you, 
I'll meet with you upon the mart** ' 

Ant. of Syr. Till then, farewell.—* [i Met*exiU 

£nter Dromio of Ephefus. 
What now — how chance thou art rcturn'd fo foon ? 

Dro s ofE, Return'd fo foon! rather approach'd too late* 
The capon burns, the pig falls from the fpit, 
The clock hasftrucken one by the town-clock— 
My miftrefs made it two upon my cheek. 

A a Au\% 
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Ant. of S. Thank me, Sir! For what? 

Dro. ofS. Marry, Sir, for this fomething that you 
gave me for nothiog. 

Ant. of S. Well, Sir, learn to jell in good time". 
There's a time for all things. 

Dro. ofS.l durfl have deny'd that, before you were 
fo choleric. 

Ant. of S. But foft, who wafts us yonder ? 
Enter Adriana and Luciana. 

Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholis, look ftrange and frown— ~ 
Some other mi Arefs hath thy fweet afpe&s ; 
IWe loft thy Jieart — I am a flighted thing — 
I am now not Adriana, nor thy wife i 

Ant. ofS. What means all this ? — 
Wife ! faid (he, Dromio ? 

Dro. ofS. Yes, Sir* and I fuppofe the other's mine. 

Luc. Fie, brother, how the world is chang'd with you ! 
When were you wont to ufe my filler thus ? 
iShe fent for you by Dromio home to dinner. 

Dro, ofS. By me ! 

Adr. By thee — and didft thou not return, . 
That he did buffet thee, and in his blows 
Deny'd me for his wife ? 

Ant. of S^ Didyouconverfe, Sir, with this gentlewoman? 

Dro. ofS. I, Sir ? — I never faw her till this time. 

Ant. ofS. Villain, thou lieft; for juft fuch words as her's 
Didft thou deliver me on this very fpot. 

Dro. of S. Sir, I never fpoke with her in> all my life! 

Ant. of S. How can fhe then thus call us by our names, 
Unlefc,it be by infpiration? 

Drom ofS. Yes, 'tis by conjuration. 

Adr. How ill agrees it with your character 
To counterfeit thus grofsly with your flave, 
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ; 
Fie, hufhand, fie! — 

AnU ofS. What error drives our eyes and ears amifs ? 
What, was I marry 'd to her in my fleep ? 

Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool, 
'Nor fhall you leave me thus, Antipholis ; 
I fee you want to put a trick upon me. 
Come, Sir, to dinner; Dromio, keep the gate. — 
Hufhand, 111 keep you to myfelf to-day, 

••* [Leaning fondly upon him 9 
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And punifti you for feeming not to know me. 

Luc. -Dromio, go bid the fervants (pread for dinner. 

Dro. ofS. Yes, Madam, when I know where 'tis you 
* lodge.— 

jidr. Sirrah, if any afk you for your m after, 
Say he dines fortn, and let no creature enter : 
Come, filler — Dromio, play the porter well. 

Dr. ofS. I'm to be porter, mailer, at the gate ! 

Adr. Come, come, my love.— 

Luc. Brother, we dine too late. 

f Exit Antipholis betivjen Adriana and Iluciana* 

Dro. off*, [looking after f hem.] This istHe fairy-land* 
O fpight of fpights, 
We furely are to dine with elves and fprights. 
Well, if they give me not enchanted food, 
I'll prove my courage and my ftomach good. [Exit. 

Scene, The Street before ihelhufe ^Antipholis ^fEphefus. 

Enter Antipholis of Ephefus, Dromio of Ephefus, An- 

gelo, and Balthazar. 

Ant* ofJL. Good fignior Angelo, you muft excufe us, 
My wife is fhrewifh when I keep not hours. 
Say that I linger'd with you at your (hop, 
To fee the making of the toy I fpoke for. 
But here's a drunken (lave wou'd face me down 
He met me on the mart, and that I beat him, 
And charg'd him with a thoufand marks in gold.' 

Dro, of E. Indeed you did, Sir; 

If my (kin were parchment, and the blows you gave 
me were ink, your own hand- writing wou'd bear wit- 
nefs to it. 

Ant. ofE. Sirrah, you are an afs. 

Dro. ofE. Yes, 'tis plain I am a bead of burden. 

[Feeling hisflooulders. 

Ant. ofE. Gentlemen, come on — 1 with our cheer within 
May anfwer my good will, and your good welcome. 
Dromio, go on, and bid them let us in. 

Dro* of£. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gillian! 

Dro. of S. [within.'] Drone, malt-horfe, capon, cox- 
comb, idiot !— 
Doft thou conjure for wenches, that thou calTft Tot 
£ uch ftorc— whta one is one too many ?— 
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Thou miftak'ft the houfe, go get thee from our gate. 

Dro. of E. What fool is made our porter? My 

roafter flays in the itreet ! 

Dro. ofS. Let him walk from whence he came, then, 
left he catch cold in his feet. 

Ant. ofE. Who talks within there ? — Ho, open *the 

door. 
Dro. of S. When, Sir, can you tell? 
Ant. ofE. What can this mean ? 
What art thou that keep'ft me out of my houfe ? 

Dro. ofS. t The porter for this time, Sir, and my name 

is Dromio. 
Ant. ofE* Dromio ! 
Dro* of$. Even he, Sir.— r 
Dro. ofE.O villain, 
Thou Kail ftol'n both my office and my name — 
Wou'd thou hadft the beating that belongs to 'em. 
Ant. of E. Sure, I but dream! — If, as thou fay'ft, 
thou'rt Dromio, 
Go fend thy miftrefs hither. 

Dro. ofS. Sir, my miftrefs is at prefent engaged with 
my mafter. 

Ant. ofE. The devil! 

Dro. ofE. Mafter, knock the door hard. 

Dro, ofS. Let him knock till it ake. 

[Antipholis knocks, and tntific plays within. 

Ant. of E. What do I hear ? Mufic! 

Dro. ofS. Yes, you may dance, Sir — if you like the 

tune. 
Ant. ofE. Whoe'er thou art, thou lhalt repent this 

infolence ! — 
-Adr* [within.'] Who's that at the door that keeps 

all this noife ? 
Ant. ofE. O, are you there, wife ? — 
Adr. Your wife, Sir knave ! fince when, I pray ? 
Hence, from the door ; you have no bufinefs here. 

Ant. ofE. Why, don't you know me ? : 

Adr. No, I thank Heav'n ! — go where you're better 
welcome; 
I fyave no fpeech for drunkards. 

Dro. ofS. No, I told you — here we are better employ 'd. 
^Ant. *fE. This is bcyojad »JJ patience I 

Co 
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Go fetch me fomething, I'll break open the door. 
* Dro. ofS. Break any thing here, and I'll break your 
knave's pate.— 

Ant. ofE. [mufic again J] Fetch me an iron crow di- 
reaiy. 

&aL Stay, Dromio — and have patience, Sir— — 
Herein you war againfl your reputation. 
Then let us to the tavern all to dinner; 
And about evening come yourfelf alone, 
To know the reafon of this ftrange reftraint. 

Ant. ofE* You have prevail'd in part.— 
I know a wench of excellent difcourfe ; 
My wife, but I protefl without defert, 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal ; 
To her will we to dinner. — Get you home, [To Angelp* 
And fetch the ring — by this I know 'tis made— 
Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine; 
For there's the houfe — and there will I bellow it 
Upon my pretty hoftefs ; — good Sir, make hafte. 

Ang. I'll meet you there in lefs than half an hour. 

[Exit Angelo* 

Ant. of E. Do fo. [Mufic again , and a hud laugh intbtf . 
houfe.'} And for thisjeft of my fair dame's, i 

I'll punifh her with my neglect and fcorn. 

[Exeunt Antipholis and Balthazar. 

Dro. ofE. Oh that my mailer had unlock'd the door 
with an iron crow — then would I have pluck'd a crow 
with thatjtoave within. [Exit. 

A C T n. 

Scene. A Chamber in the houfe ^Antipholis ofE* 

PHESUS. 

Enter Antipholis of Syracuse. 

SURE all is witchcraft ! I've been entertain'd 
A 8 lord and mailer of a heap of treafure.— 
Jull now a goldfmith prefs'd on me this ring, 
Refilling payment till fome future time. 
Some men wou'd think them bleft to be fo courted, 
As 1 have been, and by fo fair a lady; 
But fomething in my bofom makes me fhun 
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Her charms, and fh udder at her fond endearments. 

Enter Dromio ^/"Syracufe. 
Why how now, Dromio, where run*ft thou fo faft ? 
" Dro* of S. Do you know me, Sir ? am 1 Dromio ? 

am I your man ? am J myfelf ? 

Ant. ofS> Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou 
art thyfelf. 

Dro. ofS. I am an afs, I am a woman's man— and 
befides myfelf. 

Ant. of S. What woman's man, and how befides thyfelf? 

Dro. ofS. Marry, Sir, befides myfelf, I am due to a 
woman ; one that claims me, one that haunts me— one 
that will have me. 

Ant. of S. What claim lays me to thee ? 

Dro. of S. Marry, Sir, fuch a claim as you would lay 
to your horfe — Are would have me as a beaft : — not that 
I being a beaft, (he wou'd have me ; but that fhe being 
a very beaftly creature, lays claim to me. 

Ant. of S. What is (he? 

Dro, of 8. A very reverend body — for (he has a beard 
lijte a goat. I have but lean luck in the match, and yet 
me's a wondrous fat marriage ? 

Ant. of$. How doll thou mean a fat marriage ? 

Dro. ofS. Marry, Sir, (he's the kitchen-wench, and 
all greafe. I kpow not what ufe to put her to but to 
make a lamp of her, and run from her by her own light. 
I warrant her rags and the tallow in them will burn -a 
Lapland winter : if (he lives till Doomfday t fhe , ll blaze 
a week longer than the reft of the world* 

Ant. ofS. Ha! ha I ha! What complexion is flie of? 

Dro* of S. Swart, like my fhoe — but her face no- 
thing like fo clean kept. 
• Ant. of S. WhatYher name ? 

Dro. ofS. Nell, Sir ; — but her s name and three quar- 
ters (that is, an eflr and three quarters) will not mea- 
fure her from hip to hip. 

Ant. of S. Then fhe bears fome breadth ? 

Dre* ofS. No longer from head to foot, than from hip 
to hip s fhe is fphefical like a globe. Sir, this drudge, 
or diviner, laid claim to me ; call'd me Dromio, fwore I 
was) aftur'd to her; told me what privy marks I had 
about me, as the marks of my moulder, the mole in my 

neck, 
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aeck, the great wart on my left arm, that I, amaz'd, ran 
from her as a witch. 

Ant- ofS. Go, hafte to the road, 
And if the wind blow any way from more, 
I will not harbour in this town to-night;' ■ * 
tf any bark put forth, come to the mart, 
Where I will walk till thou return to me. 
Halle, Dfomio, hafte. ,[Exit» 

Dro. of S. Yes, Sir 

As from a bear a man would run for life, 

I fly the monfter, that wou'd be my wife. [Exit. 

Scene,' The Street. 
Enter Angt\o,-Second Merchant, and an Officer* 

2 Mer. You know fince Pentecoft the fum is due; 
Therefore make prcfent fatisfs&ion, 
Or I'll attach you by this officer. 

Ang. "Even juft the fum that I do owe to you 
Is growing to me by Antipholis 5 
Heafe you but w^alk* with me down to his houfe, 
I will difcharge my bond, and thank you too. 

Officer. That labour you may fave ; fee where he comes. 
Enter Antipholis of Ephefus ar.d Dromio of Ephefus. 

Ant. ofE. While 1 goto the goldfmith's houfe, go thou 
and buy a rope's end; that will I bellow among tny 
wife's confederates, for locking me out of doors to-day* 

\Exit Dromio. 

Ant. of Ef\ feeing AngcloJ A man is well holp up 
that truth to you. 
1 promis'd me youf prefence and the jewel. 

Ang. Saving your merry humour, here*s the note of it, 
Which does amount to three odd ducats more 
Than I {land debted to this gentleman : 
1 pray you fee him prefently difcharg'd 3 
For he is bound to fea,. and ft ays but for it. 

Ant. ofE. I am not furnifti'd with the prefent money; 
Betides, I have fome bufinefs in the town* 
Good fignior, take the ftranger to my houfe, 
And with you take the ring, and bid my wife , « 

Difburfe the fum on the receipt thereof ; 
Perchance, I will be there as idon as you. 

Aug. Then you will bring the ring to \ati jawMSV, 
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Ant. o/E. No ; bear it with you, left I come not ti 
enough. 

Ang. Well, Sir, I will : have you the ring about y< 

Ant. o/E. An if I have not, Sir, I hope you have i 
Or elfe you may return without your money, 

Ang. Nay, come, I pray you, Sir, give me the jii 
Both wind and tide flay for this gentleman, 
And I* to blame, have held him here too long. 

Ant. of ' E. What now, you ufe this dalliance to exc 
Your breach of promife to the Porcupine. 

2 Mer. fhe hour fteals on ; I pray you, Sir, difpat 

Ang. You hear how he importunes me ; the ring— 

Ant. o/E. Why, give it to my wife, and fetch y< 
money. 

Ang. You know I gave it you, not half an hour (in 

Ant. o/E. You gave me none ; you wrong me mi 
to fay fo. 

Ang. You wrong /me more, Sir, in denying it. 
Confider how it Hands upon my credit* 

2 Mer. Well, officer, arreft him at my fuit. 

Offi. I do, and charge you in the duke's name to ob 

Ang. This touches me in reputation! — 
Either content to pay the fum for me, 
Or I'll attach you Dy this officer. 

Ant. o/E. Confent to pay for*that I never had! 
Arreft me, fooliih fellow, it thou dar'ft. 

Ang. Here is thy fee — -arreft him, officer. 
I wou'd not fpare my brother in this cafe. 

Offi. I do arreft you, Sir; you hear the fuit. 

Ant* o/E. I do obey thee till I give thee bail;— 
But, fir rah, you {hall buy this (port as dear 
As all the.jnetal in your mop will anfwer. 

Ang. Sir, Sir, I mall have law in Ephefus, 
To your notorious fhame, I doubt it not. 

[Exeunt Angelo and Mercha 
Enter Dromio of Syracufe. 

Dro. o/S. Mailer, there is a bark of Epidamnum, 
That ft ays but for her owner and yourfelf, 
Then, Sir* ihe bears away. — 

Ant. o/E. How now ! the Have is either drunk or m; 
What (hip of Epidamnum flays for me? 

Dro%</S* A fliip you fent me to, to hire waftage. 

/ A 
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Ant. ofE. Thou drunken flave, I fent thee tor a rope* 
And told thee to what purpofe, and what tod. 

Dro. ofS. You fent me for a rope's end, as foon ; 
You fent mc to the bay, Sir, for a bark* 

Ant. ofE. I will debate this matter at more leifuffe 
To Adriana, villain, hie thee ftrait ; 
Give her this key, and tell her in the deflc 
There is a purfe of ducats,— let her fend it; 
Tdl her I am arretted in the ftreet, 
And that (hall bail me—* hie thee, (lave, be gone ! 
On, officer, to prifon, till it come. 

[Exe unt Antipholis and Officer/ 

Dr+ ofS. (/of us.) To Adriana ?— — that is where we 
dined in the next ftreet — but does he think me will give 
him a purfe of ducats for eating up her provifions? 
No, no, he was not civil enough for that. — In my 
fimple judgment, he is as mad as a March hare — and fo 
I (hall tell Madam — for go, I mud — Would I were out 
of this town— though I have met with a number of old 
acquaintances— whom indeed I never faw in my life be- 
fore — A taylor juft now hauPd me into his (hop, and took 
meafure of me for a coat and doublet — then there's the 
mountain of flefh that lays claim to my fweet perfon, 
and wouM fain folace me with her wondrous charms— 
For certain they are all mad — and if Mrs Adriana fends 
the money, — why me will be maddeft of 'em all. [Exit. 
Enter Antipholis of Ephefus and Officer. 

AnU ofE. Fear me not, man, I will not break away; 
I'll give thee, ere I leave thee, fo much money. 
To warrant thee, as I am 'reded for. 
My wife is in a wayward mood to-day, 
And will not lightly truft the meflenger. 
That I*fhould be attached in Ephefus, 
I tell yon, 'twill found harftiry in her ears. — 
Here comes my man — I think he brings the money. 

Enter Dromio of Ephefus. 
How now. Sir, have you that I fent you«for ? 

Dro. o/E. Yes, Sir, I have it. [Feeling for it* 

Ant. of 22. 'Tis well, good Dromio. 

Dro of E. Here's that, I warrant you, will pay them 
- all! [Giving. * rope. 

Vot. IV* B Ant. 
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Ant. *fE. But where's the money? 

Dro. ofR. Why, Sir, I gave the money fbrtheropt. 

JLut. ofE. Five hundred ducaU, villain, for a rope! 

Dro. ofE. I'll fcrve you, Sir, five hundred at that rate. 
. -Ant. of E. To what end did I fend thee home? ■ ■ ■ 

J)ro. ofE. To a rope's end, Sir*— and to that end am 

I returned. 

Ant. ofE. And to that end, Sir, will I welcome thee! 

[Beats Dremio. 

Offi. Good Sir, be patient. 

Dro. ofE. Nay, 'tis for me to be patient; I am in ad- 
verfity. 

Ant. ofE. Thou whorefon, fenfelefs villain!- ■ ■ 

Dro. ofE.l wou'd [ were fenfelefs, Sir, that I might 

hot feel your blows.*— 

Ant. ofE* Come, go along, my wife is coming yonder. 
Inter Adrian a, Luciana, Hoftefs, Pinch, and Atten- 
dant*. 

Dro. ofE* Miftrefs, reffnee finem. r#pc& your end*-* 
*r rather beware the rope's end. 
. Ant. ofE. Wilt thou ftill prate? {Beats him agabu 

Luc. It is as you were warn'd— your hufband's mad! 

Hof 1 knew it by his conduct at my houfe. 

A dr. Good Do&or Pinch, I prithee fpeak to him. 

L.uc Alas, how fiery and how fharp he looks ! 

Pinch. Give me your hand, and let me feel your pulfei 

Ant. efE. There. [Striking him. 

Pinch He is poffefs'd— the fiend is ftrong within him. 

Aht ofE. You minion, you>are thefc your cuftomers? 
Did this companion, with the fafFron face, 
Revel and feafl it in my houfe to-day, 
Whilft upon me the guilty doors were fhut ? 

Adr. Oh,hufbandl heav'n doth know you din'dathome. 

Ant. ofE. Thou haft brib'd the goldfmith to arreft 
me too. 

Adr. Alas, I^fent you money to redeem you 
By Dromio here, who came in hafte for it. 

Dro. of E. Money by me! heart and goodwill you might ; 
But furely, mafter, not a rag of money. 

AnUofE Went'ft thou not to herfor a.purfe of ducats? 

Adr. He came to me, and I delivtr'd it. # 

Luc* 
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Luc. And I am witoef*. with her that the did. 

Dro. o/E. Heav'n and the rope-maker do bear me* 
■ witnefa 

That I was fent for nothing but a rope. < ■ ■ 

Pinch* Miftreft, both man and matter are poflcft'd J 

AtU. o/E. Say, wherefore didtt thou lock me forth 

to-day? 
And why doffc thou deny the bag of gold ? 

Adr. I did not, gentle hufband, lock thee forth. 

Dro, o/E. And gentle matter, I receivM no gold; 
fiut I con fefr— that we were both lock'd out. - 
# jfdr. DiffemWing villain, thou fpea&'ft falfe in both* 

Ant. o/E* Diucmbling harlot, thou art falfe in all ; 
Ent with thefe hands I'll pluck out thofe falfe eyes, 
That would behold me in this fhameful fport. 

Adr* Oh bind him, bind him, let him not come near 
me. {They bind him. 

PincA* More cofflpanyl his fever now is high! 
Bind Dromio, too. 

Ant. o/E* What, will you murder me?— Thou j officer* 
I am thy prifoner, wilt thou fuffer them 
To make a refcue I 

Adr* I will difcharge the debt— - 
Good .matter do&or, fee him fafe conveyed 
Home to my houfe ■ ■ Oh moil unhappy day ! 

Ant. o/E. Oh raoft unhappy ftrumpet ! 

Dro. o/E, Matter,-— I am here enter'd in bond for you.. 
Ah [They flop bit mouth. 

Pinch* Both mad— both very mad ? 

Adr. Luc. Alas, poor fouls! ^Exeunt* 

ACT III. 

Scene, A Street be/ore a Prhry. 

Enter Angelo and Second Merchant. 

Ang. T'M forry, Sir, that I have hinder'd you; 
X But I proteft he had the ring of me, 
Though mod difhonettly he doth deny it. 
2 Mer. Speak foftly ; yonder, as I think, he cornea* 
Ang. *Ti8 fo, and that fame ring upon his finger. 
rUfpeaktohim. 

. B 2 \EnU* 
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[Enter Antipholis and Dromio of Syracufe.} 
Signior Antipholis, I wonder much 
That thou would put me to this frame and trouble % 
That ring you had of me, can you deny it ? 

Ant. ofS. I think I had ; I never did deny it. 
, Ang. Yes, that you did. Sir, and forefwore it too. 

2 Mcr. Fie on thee, wretch! 'tis pity that thouliv'ft 
To walk where any honeft men rtfort. 

Ant. ofS. Thou art a villain to impeach me thus j 
I'll prove my honour and my honefty 
Againft thee prefently* if thou dar'ft to ftand. 

2 Mer. I dare, and do defy thee for a villain. \Theyfght % 
Enter Adriana, Luciana, Hoftefs, &c. 

Adr, Hold, hurt him not, for heavVs fake ! he is ma<^ 
Some get within him, take his fword away : 
Bind Dromio too. 

[They attempt to dUarm him 9 but he keeps them eff.^ 

Dro. o/S. Run, matter, run— for heav'n's fake, take 
a houfe ; 
*5his is fpme priory-— in, or we are fpofl'd. 

[Exeunt Antipholis and Dromio to the Priory* 

A dr. Alas, alas, how came they locfe again ? 

Luc* Let's call more help to have them bound anew. 
Enter Lady Al&ch/rom the Priory. 

Abb. Be quiet, people, wherefore throng you hither ? 

A dr. To fetch my poor diftra&ed hufband hence. 

Ang. I thought he was not in his perfect wits. 

Abb. How long hath this pofleflion held the man ? 

A dr. This week he hath been heavy, four, and fad$ 
But till thjs afternoon his pafiion 
Ne'er brake into extremity of rage. 
Good people, enter, and lay hold of him. 

Abb* No, not a creature enter in my houfe.— 

Adr. Then let your fervants bring my hufband forth* 

Abb. Neither — he took this place for fan&uary ; 
And it fi*att privilege him from your hands, 
Till I have brought him to his wits again, 
Or lofe my labour in effaying it : 
Therefore depart, and leave him here with me. 

Adr. I will n%t hence, and leave my hufband here, 
And ill it doth befe.em. your holinefs 
To feparate the hufband and the wife. 

AbK 
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Mb. Be quiet, and depart; thtfu (halt not have hunt 

[Exit Abbefc 

Luc. Complain unto the Duke of this indignity* 

Ang. By this, I think, the dial points at five i 
Anon, I'm Cure the duke himfelf in perfon 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale, 
To fee a reverend Syracufan merchant, 
Who put unluckily iato this bay r 
Beheaded publidy for his offence 

Luc. See where they come. 

Enter Duke, JEgeon, Jailor, Guards, &c» 

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publicly, 
if any friend will pay the fum for him, 
}jf (hall not die* 

Adr. [kneeling*] Juftice, moft facred Duke, againft 
the Abbefs. 

Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady ; 
It cannot be that fhe has done thee wrong. 

A dr. May it pleafe your graee,Antipholis my hufband* 
This day a defp'rate fit of madnefs feia'd him : v 
Once did I get him bound, and fent him" home; 
Anon, I know not by what ft range efcape, 
He broke from thofe that had the guard of hyn, 
And here I met him, drawn upon this merchant— ~ 
We Itrove again to bind him £ but he fled 
Into this abbey, whither we purfu'd him j 
And here the abbefs fhuts the gate on us, 
And will not fuffer us to fetch him out.— 

Duke. Go,«f*me of you-, knock at the abbey- gate* 
And bid the Lady Abbefs eome'to me : 
I will determine this before I ftir. [Exit one tztbe Priory*. 

Enter Meffenger. 

Mef. O miftrefo^ miftrefs, fly and faveyourfelf!. 
My mailer and his man are both broke loofe, 
Beaten us' every one,- and bound the doctor ; 
He calls for you,,and vows revenge upon you. 

Adr. Peace,, fool, thy mafter and his man are here. 

Mef. No, miftrefs* no, my -bones can tellhe's there- 

f A cry heard- 
Hark, hark, I hear him! Miftrefs, fly, begone! 

[Exit Meflengcf. 

B 3 £«•- 
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Enter Antipholis and Dromio of Ephcfus. 
.Air. Amazement all! it is indeed my humand!—-* 

AnU o/E* Juftke, mod gracious Duke, oh grant me 
jufticc ! 

JEgeon. Unlefs the fear of death doth make me doat*. 
1 fee my fon Antipholis and Dromio ! [A/ide*. 

Ant*. ofE. Jufticr, great Sir* againft that woman there,. 
That hath abufed and difhonour'd me, 
Even in the flrength and height of injury. 

Duke* Difcover how, and thou* (halt find me juft. 

Ant. of.E. This day, great Sir, (he (hut the doors up- 
on me, 
Whilft (he with harlots feafted in my houfe. * 

Duke. A grievous fault. Say, woman, didft thou fo£ 
iAdr. No, good my lord-^myfelf, he, and my fifter, 
Did dine together, fo befal my foul ! 

Luc. Ne'er may I look on day, nor deep- on night, 
But (he tells to your highnefs ftraple truth. 

+Ang. O perjur'd woman! They are both forefwoim 
In this the madman juftly ehargeth them. 

Ant. ofE. My liege, I am advifed what I fay* 
This woman lock'd me out this day from dinner:. 
That goldfmith there was with me at the time,, 
And parted with me to go fetch a ring, 
Promifing to bring it to the Porcupine, 
Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 

A ng. My lord, in truth thus far I witnefs hiira, 
That he din'd not at home, but was lock'd out. 

Duke. But had he fuch a ring of thee, or no} 

Ang. He had, my lord — and when he ran in berej- 
Thefe people faw the ring upon his finger. 

Ant. o/E. I never came within thefe abbey-walls* 
Nor ever faw the ring — fo help me heav'n! 

Duke. Why, what an intricate impeach is this t 
If here you hous'd him, here he would have been* 
You fay he din'd at home ;•. — the goldfmith there 
Denies that faying— Sirrah, what fay you? 
. Dro. ofE. Sir, he <Mn'd with her, there, at the Par** 
N cupine. 

Hof. He did. 

Duke. Saw'ft thou him enter at the abbey here? 

Mcf. As fure, my liege, as I do fee your grace. 
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Duke. Why this is ftrange — Go call the Abbefa hither); ~ 
I think you are all mated, or ftark mad. > . 

{Exit one to the Abbefa. 

JEg. Moft mighty Duke, vouchfafe me fpeak a. word t 
Haply I fee a friend will fave my life. 
And pay the fum that may deliver me* 

Duke. Speak freely, Syracufan, what thou wilt* 

JEg. Js not your name, Sir, called Antipbolis* 
And is- not that your bondman Dromio ? 

Dro. ofE. Within this hour 1 was his bonjtnan, Sir ; 
But he, I thank him, gnaw'd in two my cords.— 
Now I am Dromio, and liis man unbound. 

JEg. Why look you ftrange on me \ you know me well. 

Ant. ofE. I never law you in my life till now. 

JEg. Oh, grief hath changed me fince thou faw'ft mc 

But tell me* yet, doft thou not know my voice? 

Ant. ofE. Neither. 

JEg. Dromio, nor thou ? 

Dro. ofE* No* truft me, Sir, not I ! — — 

Mg. 1 am fure thou doft. • 

Dro of E. Ay, Sir ? but I am fure I do not ; ana? 
whatsoever a man denies, you are now bound to believe 
him. 

JEg. Not know my voice!— Oh time*s extremity J 
Haft thou fb crackfdand fplrttcd my poor tongue 
In feven fhort years, that here my only fon 
Knows not my feeble key of untun'd cares?- 
But feven years fince, in Syracufa's bay, 
Thou knowffc, we parted — 

Ant. ofE. I never faw my father in my life- 
But yet the £)uke, and all that know me here, 
Can witnefs with me that this is not fo, — „ 

For never yet beheld 1 Syracufa. 
Enter Abttefa with Antipholis and Dromio of Syracufe. 

Abb. Moft mighty Duke .behold a man much wrong'd^ 

A dr. I fee two hufbands, or my eyes deceive me t 

• Duke.. One ofthefe men is genius to the other! 
Which is the natural man, and which the fpirit ? 

.Dro. ofS. I, Sir, am Dromio; command him away. 
' Dro. ofE. I, Sir, am Dromio— -pray let me flay. 

AnU of& JEgeoty art thou not, or elfe his ghoft?— 
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My father ! [ JWfr at JEgewfs fiet- 

Dm. of S. O my old matter !" who hath bound him 

here ? 
Abb. Whoever bound him, I will loofe his bonds.. 
Speak, old iEgeon, if thou bee ft the man 
That had a wile once calPd JEmilia^ 
That bore thee at a burden two fair fonsr 
Oh, if thou beeft the fame JEgeon, fpcal 
And fpeak unto the fame ./Emilia!— 

, JEg. If I dream not, thou art iEmilia ! 
If thou art fhe, tell me where is that fon 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft? 

/Emilia. By men of Epidamnvm he and I, 
And the twin Dromio, all were taken up ; 
B»t by-and-by rude filhermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my fon from them*. 
And me they left with thofe of Epidamnum j. 
What then became of them I cannot tell — 
Though fure I'm bleft in both my boys again f 

[Etnbraces her font* 
Adr. Which of you two did dine with me to-day! 
Ant. o/S. I, gentle miftrefa— 
Dro. ofS. And I fecur'd the gate- » 
A dr. You are my huibaad, then I 
Ant. ofE. No, I fay nay to that. 
Dro. of E* Nor muft that Dfomio be your porttr* 

now. 
Ant. ofS. Fair fitter, it feems thefe ducat* I-teeeiv'd 
from jou \ [To Adrian a. 

This ring from you, for which Pll fatisfy you : 

[To. Angelo* 
I fee we ftill did meet each other's man,. 
And I was ta'en- for him, and he for me. 

Ant. of E. Thefe ducats pawn I for my father here*- 
f)uke. It (hall not need, thy father hath his life. 
Dro. ofS. Matter, (hall I fetch- your fluff £om (hip- 
board ? 
Ant. of E. Dromio, what ftuff of mine haft thou em- 

bark'd* 
Ant. cf & He fpeaks to me,< — / am. your matter, 

Dromio :: 
Well look to that aaoji— Embrace thy brother; 

G*, 
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Bo, get you in there, and tejoice with him.— 

[The Antipholifes and the reft of the Company retire 
up the flaw. » 

I)r$. ofE. Methjnks you are my gbfs, and not my 

brother. 
fee, by you, I am a fweet-fae'd youth :•— 
Vill you walk in ? 

Dro* ofS. Not I, Sir, you are my elder* 

Dro. of E. That's a queftion ; 
low fhall I try it ? 

Dro. ofS. We'll draw cuts for the fenior : 
'HI then, lead thou fir ft.— . 
Dro. ofE. Nay, then, thu s [Embracing* 

k came into the world, like brother and brother { 
ow let's go hand in hand— 

M.-- — Not one before another* [Exeunt. 

Emilia. Renowned Duke, vouchiafe to take the paint 
b go with us into the abbey here, 
nd hear at large difcourfed all our fortunes* 
he ftory may be worth a ferioua hearing : 
'will Hiew the virtuous nerer Ihou'd deipair. 

The troubles fent by Heav'n nier come amifs % 
The/ re tut defign'd? improve ourfenfe ofbliJL 
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Loui/a, 


Mrs Smith. 


Mifs Klrby. 


Jenny, 
margaret, 


Mrs Wrightcn. 


Mrs Hender/bn. 


Mrs Love. 


Mrs Chatteris. 



A C T I. 

Scene, A Cottage, with a view of the French Camp at 

a diftance. 

Margaret knitting, and Jenny Spinning, at the door 
of the cottage: Sim kin and other Villagers come on 
fjiith.bejkets of fruit* 

A I R I. 

ISlMKIN. 
Can't for my life guefs the caufe of this fufs. 
Why, there's pipers and fiddlers j while Robin andHarryv 
An4 Clodpole and Roger, and ten more of us, 
Have puli'd as much fruit as wc arc able to carry. 

Mar- 
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Ma*ga*et. 
Why, numikull, that's nothing: her ladyfhtp'a wine, 

All over the village, runs juft like a fountain; * 

And I heard the folks fay,, every difh, when they dine, 

Will be fwimmiag in claret, madeira, and mountain* 

Jenny. 
Then for poultry, and fuch like— good Lord, what a ftore! 

I faw Goodman Gander fix bafkets full cramming; 
Then fuch comfits and jellies! why one fuch feaft more 

Would certainly breed in the village a famine. 

Chorus. 
What the meaning can be 
We (ball prefently fee, 

For yondei's old Ruffct, who certainly knows; 
Be what it will, 
Our wifh (hall be ftill, 

Joy and health to the Duchefs, wherever (he goes! 

Sim. What can all this feafting be for? 

Jen. Ill give you while 1 wind up this bottom and 
another, and you lha'nt find it out. . 

Sim. Why then if you know fo well, why don't yon 
tell us what it is? 

Jen. Ah, I thought you would none of you guefs it: 
this grand feafting at the Duchefs's it becaufe the king's 
coming to the camp. 

Marg. Who told you fo ? 

Jen. I had it from Gaffer Ruflet hirafelf. 

Sim. Does the King come to the camp to day ? 

Marg. Why, yes; I knew that. 

Sim. Then as fore as can be, I know what will 
happen. 

Jen. Why, what will happen ? 

Sim. There will be two weddings in the village before 
to-morrow night. 

Marg. How fo? 

Sim. Why, is not Henry, the young foldier, to marry 
Louifa, Gaffer Ruflet's daughter, as foon as the re- 
view's over ? 

Jen. Not if I can prevent it. 

■Marg. Well, that's but one wedding! 

Sim. Yes, but Jenny can teU you whole -wedding 
t'other^ to be. 
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Jen. How (hould I know ? 

$#**. Ah, you wont fay any thing before folk*, b 
eaufe you're alhamM! 

Jen. What do you mean ? 

Sim. As i£ you did not know ■ ■ ■ 

Jen. Not 1 indeed. . 

Sim. Why did not you promife me, that when Hen 
married Louifa, you'd marry me ? 

Jen. Yes, yes, and III keep my word; whenei 
Henry marries Louiia, I'll marry you. 

Enter RufTet and Louiia. 

AIR II. 

Lou. Why muft I appear fo deceitful? 

I cannot, dear father, comply: 
Ah ! could I think him fo ungrateful, 

With anguilh I furely (hould 4ie. 
What fo tender, at parting, he told me, 
. Which fuchjoy to my bafom convey 'd; . 
When next he was doom'd to behold me, 

Could I think would be this way repaid? 

Ruf. Well, well : But, chili^ 

Lou. Indeed, father, 'tis impoffible; I never can co 
fent to fuch a thing. 

Ruf. Odds heart, Louifa, there's no harm in it. Neig 
hours, come round here, 111 tell you the whole affai 
you know what a dear good lady the Duchcfs is. 

Marg. Ah, {he's a dear good lady, indeed, and we 
of us ought to do every thing fhe orders us. 

Ri*£ I and my family in particular ought, for man; 
the good thing (he has given me and my old dam 
then how kind fhe was to all my poor children ! f 
itood godmother to this, and had her chriftened after I 
own name. 

Sim. Louifa. 

R'/f. Well, now we come to the point: Henry, y 
know, who was bred up with my girl, and intended frc 
his infancy for her hufband, is a foldier. 

Sim, So he is. 

Ruf And becaufe fhe has a value for every thing tt 
"belongs to me, this good lady, about three weeks ag 
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fent to the colonel for his difcharge, that the young folks 
may live at home at their eafe, and be as happy as the 
day is long. 

Marg. That will be charming and comfortable for 
you, neighbour. 

Rufi Yes : but now comes the mifchief of it ; what 
has occafion'd it, I don't know ; I never faw any harm, 
of the lad 9 but there are always bufy tongues in this vil- 
lage, doing people ill offices ; and fuch reports, within 
thefe few days, hare reached the Duchefs's ears, that (he 
is determined to fee farther into this bufmefs, before (he 
gives Louiia the portion (he promifed her. 
Jen. You may thank me for that. \AJide. 

Lou, But he'll be here to-day ; and fo well I know 
his heart, that I'm fufe he'll clear himfelf to their con- 
fufion who could fo vilely traduce him. 
Jen. Perhfpenot. [rfjtde. 

'Rvf. Well* child, I am fore you can't wifh it more 
, than I do ; nothing has ever pleafed me fo much as the 
! thought of your coming together: I wirti to fee you 
married with aH my heart ; for then I (hall have nothing 
to dp but to liftcn to the prattle of your children, and 
prepare myfelf to follow poor Dorothy. 

AIR III. 
My life's three parte diminuVd, 
And when the fum is finifh'd, 
The parifh-bell may toll, 
Gra' mercy on my foul ! 
Ding dong ! 
Swing fwongl 
Mefhinks my old companions fay, 
That though his hairs are now grown grey, 
Old Rutfet once upon a day, 
When all was mirth and jollity, 
When fport8 went round, and bells did ring, 
Could brifkly dance, andblythe could fingj 
And then upon the green to fee 
His ruftic feats— 'twas who but he i 
I'd give this bauble, life, away, 
Without a figh, could I but flay 
To fee a little infant care, 
Like Henry brave, Louifa fair ; 
Vofc.lV. 1 C Co>aA 



*6 THE DESERTER, 

Could I fee this, I'd yield, content, 
A life, I hope, not badly fpent. 

But as I was telling you, the Duchcfs hearing of 
thefe reports, is determined that we (hall make a trial of 
his affections. 

Lou. Indeed, father, there's no necefiity for it ; he 
loves me moil fincerely. 

Ruf. Nay, nay, child, I really think your love car- 
ries you too much away in this affair; it can do no 
harm ; 'tis only an innocent frolic : you are to make be- 
lieve as if you were a bride; and let me fee who— -oh, you 
Hull be the bridegroom* 

Sim. Shall I ? I'cod Pm glad of that. 

Ruf But above all, I mull inflru& you, Jenny, in 
your part ; you are to fit here, and tell Henry, when he. 
comes, that Louifa and Simkin were married yefterday. 

Jen. The very thing I wifiVd. [Afide. 

Lou. 1 am vex'd to death that this trick mould be 
play'd him ; I can judge by myfelf what he'll feel ; 
if I was told fuch a thing of him, how miferable I 
Ihould be ! 

Ruf J But he'll be fo much the happier when he finds 
out the deceit, child. 

AIR IV. 

Louisa. 

Though prudence may prefs me, 

And duty diftrefs me, 
Againfl inclination, O, what can they do ! 
« No longer a rover, 

His follies are over ; 
My heart, my fond heart, fays my Heriry is true\ 

The bee, thus, as changing, 

From fweet to fweet ranging, 
A rofe mould he light on, ne'er wifhes to ftray j 

With raptures poffefling 

In one every blefling, 
'Till torn from her bofbm, he flies far away. 

Ruf Well, well, don't make yourfelf uneafy ; I dare! 
fay he loves you as fincerely as you think he does; if fo# 
he'll foon be undeceived, a*d w« mall fintfh the day as 

happilf 
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happily as we could with: in the mean time, let us think 
of what we have to do; we are to pretend we came from 
the church ; the fiddles and bagpipes are to go firft, 
then the lads and lafles follow \ after which, mind this, 
now, we are to go to the Duchefs's manfion in grand 
procdlion, and there to be fcaftcd like fo many prince* 
and princeffes. 

Sim. IVod that will fuit me nicely. — But, Gaffer 
Ruflet, Jenny lays you told her the feafting was to be 
for the king. 

Ruf For us and the king ; yes, yes, the king, after 
be and his courtiers have had an entertainment at the 
Duchefs's, goes to- review the camp, where the foldicrs. 
are all to appear under arms — Ah, girls ! that's what 
none of you know any thing about ; when the king goes 
to the camp, then's the .time — the drums beat — the fifes 
play— the colours are flying — and-r-and— —Lord— — 
iLord ! what a charming thing war is ! 

Sim* It muft be then when one comes home again* 
and it's all over. 

Aq^~ There's no Ufe like the life of a foldier ; and then 
for love ! let the girls take care of their hearts; I remem- 
ber I won my Dorothy juft after I came from fuch a re- 
view now as there may be to-day. 

Marg. Ah, indeed* the foldiers make fad work with 
young women* hearts, fure enough. 

Ruf. And how can it be otherwife ? 

a i r v; 

One conducVs for 

Both love and war, 
Tk« point's to gain poffeffion } 

For this we watch 

The enemy's coaft, 

Till we fleeping catch 

Them on their poft : 

Then good b'ye, formf 

The fort we florin, 
Make towns or hearts 
Surrender at difcretion. 

In love the only battery. 

Which with fuccefs we play 

C » *S% 
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To conquer hearts, is flattery: 
No fbrtrefs can its power withftand; 
Keither cannons, mortars, fwprd in hand, 

Can make fuch way. 
As 'tis in love, fo 'tis in war> 

We make believe % 

Mislead, deceive ; » 

Pray, what ferve drums and trumpets for, 
Cannons, and all our force of arms, . 
But with their thund'ring alarms, 
To tell, not cover our defigns? 
Can thefe to trenches* breaches, mines. 
Blockades, or ambufcades compare I 

No, all agree 

That policy 
Is the true art militaire. « 

But, come, come; we muft go and prepare ourfelves; 
you have not much time to fpare, and fee where he 
comes hurrying along there ; there, now he clambers up 
yonder hill — well done, faith I Ah, your lovers have 
no gout to flop them. Come, child* — neighbours, come 
along. ' . * 

Lou. Cruel father ! [Exeunt* 

• ■ 

Enter Henry. 

Afterwards* in the wedding procejpan, Ruflet, Simkin, 
Louifa, Margaret, Jenny, and villagers. 

A I R VI. 
Henry. 
The nymph who in my bofom reigns* . 
With fuch full force my heart enchains* 
That nothing ever can impair 
The empire flie poffefles there. 
Who digs for (tones of radiant ray, 
Finds bafer matter in hia way : 
The worthlefs load he may contemn, • 
But prizes Hill and feeks the gem. 

But I hear mufic! What can this be ? All the villa- 
gers are coming this way — it feems like a wedding — I'll 
retire— How I envy this couple ! 

fiuf Charming! He has hid himfelf— pretend not to 

fee 



THE D £ S E ft T £ R. % 9 

fee him— don't turn your head that way— he's 
it you now I 

Lou. How cruel, not to let me have one look ! 

Sim. No, you muft took at nobody but me now: I 
*m the bridegroom, you know. 

Ruf. Jenny, be fure you play your part well. 

Jen. Never fear me— My jport't a much more difficult 
one than they imagine. \jifidu 

Jenny, nubvjtts donvn to /finning* and Henry, who come* 
forward during berfong. 

AIR VII. 
Jenny. 
Somehow my fpindle I miflaid, 

And lofl it underneath the grafs i 
Damon advancing, bow'd his head, 
And (aid, What feck you, pretty lafs ? 
A little love, but urg'd with care r 
OfMeads a heart, and leads it far. 
Twas paffing by yon fpreading oak, 

That I my fpindle loft juft now : 
His knife then kindly Damon took, 
And from the tree he cut a bough. 
A little lore, &c. &c, 
Thus did the youth his time employ r 

While me he tenderly beheld : 
He talk'd of love; I leap'd for joy ; 
For, all ! my heart did fondly yields 
A tittle love, flee &c. 

Ben* Good day, young woman. 

Jen. ffings.) 'Twas paffing nigh, &c. 

Hen. Young woman f 

jtn» (fngs.) 'Twas paffing fligh, &c. 

Hen. Pray tell me, what wedding that is ? 

Jen. What t thai wedding ? 

Hen. Yefc 

Jen. Do you want to know whole wedding it is? 

Hen. Ay,- ay. 

Jen. What, that wedding that went paft I 

Hen. Yes, yes. 

Jen. Why, 'ti* a wedding in the tillage 1, erei 

Hen* But whofc. I zJk you ? 

c > T«* 



$6 THE DESERTER,' 

Jen. fjftgs} 

Hen. Are you making a jeft me ? anfwer me, I beg - 
of you. 

Jen. Why, I do anfwer you; don't I? (Sings.) 

Han. What, again ! Whofe is this wedding ? Whole 
isit? Speak, or 1*11— did not I fee amongft them?— 
difhra&ion ! — will you anfwer, you ? 

Jen. Lord, you are fo impatient ! why then the wed^ 
dbg is Louifa's, old Ruflet's daughter, the invalid fol- 
dier. 

Hen. Louifa's wedding ! 

Jem. Yes, fhe was hiarried yefterday. 

Hen. Married !. good heavens! Are you fure of what 
you fay ? Do you know Ruflet ? 

Jen. Do I know him ? to be fure, I do ; why he is 
bailiff to the Duchefs. What makes you fo uneaTy ? you 
feem as if you had an intereft in it. 

Hen. An intereft in it! Oh! 

Jen. Dear me, if I remember right, you are the 
young man that every body thought fheM be married 
to. O la! what wickednefs there is in the world! I 
am fure I very (incerely pity you. 

Hen. I am obliged to you for your concern. 

Jen. Nay, it is not more on your account than my 
ewn, that 1 am uneafy. 

Hen. How fo ? 

Jen. Why, (he was not content with making you mi- 
ferable, but fhe muft make me fo too : the vile wretch 
ihe's married to has perjurM himfelf ; for* he has fwom 
a thoufand and a thoufand times to marry me. 

Hen. What falfehood and treachery ! , 

Jen. If I was you, I would not bear it 'quietly ; -not 
but fhe'd brazen- it all out, for I tax'd her with it my- 
felf ; and fhe only laugh'd in my face, and told me that 
you and I might go mourn together, like two turtles,, the 
lofs of our mates. 

Hen. Infulting creature ! *- 

Jen. Yes, and for my part I faid to myferf, fays T, 
*T would be a good joke to take her at her word : .but 
then again I thought, that though revenge is fweet, yet 
people have their likings and their diflikings ; and aa for 

me, 
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mc, to be fure, I can't pretend to fuch a good young 
man as you. 

Hen. (not regarding her.) Infamous wretch 1 well 
might (he keep her eyes nVd upon the ground; but I'll 
fee her, upbraid her with her infidelity, and leave her tp 
the guilty reproaches of her own ungrateful heart* 

Jen. Young man 

If en. (returning) Well, what do you (ay ? 

Jen. I believe you did not rightly hear what I faid. 

Hen. Oh, I have no time for trifling. 

2 en. Poor foul, how he takes it to heart! But I muft - 
w him ; for if I lofe this opportunity, I may not 
find it eafy to get another. But flay, upon fecond 
thoughts, if I can make but a tool of Simkin, and. by 
that means alarm Louifa, I (hall every way gain my 
ends ; for if fhe once believes him capable of flighting 
her, I am fure fhe has too much fpirit ever to fee him 
again* ; 

Enter Simkin* 

Sim. Oh, Jenny, I am glad I have found you; what 
do you think brought me away from Louifa and them ? 

Jen. I neither know nor care. 

Sim. Why, . I was afraid you'd be jealous. 

Jen. I jealous! 

Sim. Why yes, you know, becaufe I pretended to be 
Xiouifa's hufband* 

Jen. No, I'd have you to know I am .not jealous; J 
am only vex'd to think I have been.fuch a fool to litltn 
to you folong, you bafe creature you. 

Sim. If I did not think there was fomething the mat- 
ter, by your looking fo crofs. 

Jen. And enough to make one;, you know I can't 
help loving you, and this is the way you return my af- 
fection* 

Sim. Why, you know 'twas only m play. 

Jen. In play ! I could fee plain enough, how Jour 
eyes fparkled upon the bare mention of being the bride* 
groom. 

Sim. Now, Jenny, if you would , but hear me 
fpeak 

Jen. -Speak i get out of my fight, you perjur'd 
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wretch ! I was &o! enough not to credit what I heard 
•f you } but I dare for 'tis all true. 

Sit*. Why, what did you hear of me? 

Jen. That it was you who invented all the report* 
about Henry. 

Sim. Me ! as I am a living Chrrftian, Jenny 

Jen. Don't fay a word to me ; you have made me mi- 
ferable, and now you want to infult me. 

Sim. Indeed I don't; you can't think now how 
happy I could make you, if you would only hear me 
three words— 

Jen. Don't talk to me of happioels, for I never fhali 
be happy as long as I live. 

Sim. How dearly (he loves me i what a pity it is {he 
won't let me clear up this affair. [To himfelfl 

Jen. And then that demure little minx ; oh, I could 
tear her eyes out ! j was always afraid of it, and now I 
am convine'd, that her pretended love for Henry waa 
nothing but a contrivance to blind me the eafier. 

Sim. Dear, dear— 

Jen. But, however, you have both miftM your aim; 
for Henry behaves as he ought to do, and holds her arts 
hi contempt ; nay, he told me himfelf he had fix'd his 
affections on a more worthy objeft. 

Sim. He did! 

Jen Yes, he did, and you may go and tell her fo $ 
fend as for me, 

AIR VIII. 
Mr Simkin, I'd have you to know. 
That for all your fine airs, 
I'm not at my laft pray'rs, 
Not put to it fo, 

That of cowrfe 1 triuft take up with you; 

For I really, Sir, think, that tho' hufbands are few 
I need not go for off 'to feek, 

For a better than you any day of the week. 

To be fore, I mud own, I was fooliih enough * 

To believe all the tendernefs, noirfenfe, and ftuf£ 
Which for ever youdinn'd in my ears; 

And when for a while you've been out of my fight, 
. The day .has been comfortlefs, dreary at night, 
And my only compauiottftmy, team 
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But now that's all o'er ; 
I hate you, defpife you, will fee you no more. 

Exit Jenny 
Sitn. Why, what the deuce has got hold of her ? for 
my (hare, I believe all the folks in our village are gone 
mad — mad ! Pcod, I'll be hangM if any bedlamites aire 
half fo mad as folks in love. 

« A I R IX. 

* The whims of folks in love to know, 

4 I believe would fairly pofe Old Nick ; 

* This moment faft — next moment flow 5 

4 Now confenting, 
4 Now repenting, 

* Nor at this or that will Hick ; 
4 But changing ftill, 

* They wont — they* will— 

4 When they mean Yes, they'll anfwer No ; 
4 And fume and fret, 
4 This hour get m ' ' 

* What they diflike an Hour ago. 

4 If you expect to find them here, 
• 4 To t'other fide they quickly veer; 

4 The wind and tide, . " * 

4 In the feme mood will longer bide, . , 

* Like two fond turtles fide by fide : ■' 
' • This hour they woo, 

4 And bill and coo ! 

• Then, by -and -by, . 
4 No reafon why, 

4 They make the devfl tod all to do. [Exit* 

Scene changes. ' J 

Enter a party of Soldier j, afterwards Henry. 

1 Sold. I'll tell you, my boys, how the matter Hands; 
rfwe can but catch hold of him, the fummum bonwu of 
the thing is this, he'll be firft tried and then (hot. 

2 Sold. Yes, but fuppofe we don't catch hold of him i 

3 Sold. Why then he'll neither be tried nor mot. 

4 Sold. No more he won't. 

2 Sold. But I have been thinking how we (hall do to 
know him. 

\ Sold. Ay, you are a fool in thefe matters ; I'll tell 
you how you'll know him ; here ! here ! iNe §ot toa 
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A C T n. 

Scene, A prifin, a table, and fomt old chairs ; Flwt, 
who nubile be /peaks puts thefiage in order ; Hek&y 
walks about difturbed; and afterwards Skirmish, <wbo 
comes on as Flint goes offthejlage. 

Flimt* 

THERE'S fome water for you to drink ; a table and 
a chair, and yonder's your bed; but if you go 
on at the rate you have begun, there will be no great 
trouble in making it.— I am a defcrter, I have deferted; 
I believe you'll find you had better not have confefs'd 
quite fo foon : — why, what a devil of a fellow you mux 
be ! But, come, as I faid before, there's fome water 
for you ; and if you choofe to have any thing better- 
money, d'ye fee— ^you underftand me right — for money 
—and, faith, i£ you have any, you have no great reafon 
to be (paring of it ; for I believe your^buiinefs wiH foon 
"be fettled — Do you choofe any wine ? 

Hen. No, no. 

Flint. Well, very well ; if you won't have wine, you 
muft drink water. 

Hen. Falfe, falfe Louifa !- — Oh heaven \ 

Flint. But you feem a little 'down in the mouth about 
this bufinefs ; never mind it, 'twill foon be over ; you 
are to fuffer at fire : in the mean time I'll fend a lodger 
-©f mine to you ; he'll put you in fpirits, by that you have 
drank a glafs together; his name is Skirmi/b; he's a de- 
vilifh hearty fellow. [Goes of. 

Hen. That a few hours mould (ink me from the ex- 
pectation of fo much happinefs to this abyfs of iriSfery! 
Perfidious woman ! 

Skir. Here, my boy; who wants me£ who calk for 
Skirmim ? Comrade, did you want me ? 

Hen. Me! no. 

Skir. Why, yes, you did. Ho, ho, houfe ! here, 
boufe ! we'll have a glafs together ; as we never faw one 
another before, we'll now begin to renew our acquain- 
tance. 

Hen. Can you tell me if I could get a meet of writing 

j>aper ? 
Skir. Yes, -(tody, you Avail have that : here> huufc! 

houfe, 
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We, I fay! where die devil ate you all i But bark'ee, 
friend! .what a Confounded mi flake you hare made here! 
—a miftake ! damme, vou have made two miftakes ! I 
tin prove it : in the firft place, to defcrt at all, was a mi- 
ftake; then to confefs it, oh, damn it, that was a mi- 
ftake indeed! I am but a filly ignorant fellow; but 
kd I been in your place, had he been my fergeant, my 
general, nay, my corporal, I would have faid, No, I 
tm no deferter; No, no, my lad, Skirmish fcorns to 
defer*. 

A I R XI. 

Though to have a bout at drinking, 
When I hear the glaffes chinking, 
There's nothing but I'd do or fay* 
Yet Skirmiih ne'er (hall run away. 
l?or here is his motto, and fo there's an end* 
tie's none of your flatt'rers, who fawn and are civil \ 
But for Country, his bottle, his king, and his friend, 
Little Skirmiih would go half-way to the devil* 

Soldiers often fickle prove, 

Who can know his mind for ever ? 
We forgive you falfe in love, 

But deferters, never, never, 

Enter JFlint «iWM 'mine. 

Tlint. There's a young woman without, aucing for' 
% foldier. [To Skirmijh.* I fuppofe it muft be you fhc 
Grants. 

Skin Yes, yes, . 'tis me, t warrant you ; let her come 
in. [Exit Flint.] But give me the wine [fits the bottle 
down on feeing her J] [Enter Lou/fa.'] Ah, ah, a fmart 
wench* faith! 

Hen. Good heavens ! what do I fee i You here ! 

Lou. Me, Henry! 

Hen. Is it poffible ! , 

Skir. Oh ho, I fmoke this bufinefs; comrade, VtA 
•off, I'm off; (he's yoilr lifter, I fuppofe, or your coufin; 
but that's no bufinefs of mine. Madam, no offence, I 
hope ; my name is Skirmifti, I underftand what good' 
breeding is ; I'm offj brother foldier ; faith*, (he's a fine 
girl ! I'll go and walk a' little in the court-yard ! d'ye 
mind me, I'm 08— mum* 

Vm IV. D He* 
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/?<?#• ' This infult, Louifa, is beyond enduring ! Is if 
not enough ?— But I will not upbraid you. 

Lou. Hear me but a moment ! 

Hen. Away ! don't I know you falfe I — barbarous, 
faithlefs wretch. 

Stir, [coming on.] Don't mind me ; don't let me di- 
fturb you ; I only come to fetch the wine, for I believe 
you don't care to drink ; will you take a fup ? No— well, 
your fervant— - I'm off again. 

Hen. It is not from your hands, but from your fa- 
ther's, that I (hall expect— ' 

Lou. 'Tis true, my father— 

Hen. That infamous old man ! but go— T have no 
more to fay. Oh, Louifa ! I doat upon yoil ftill ! is it 
poflible you can have entirely forgot me ? 

Lou* Believe me, Henry 1 
. Hen. But with what affurance— what compofurcl 

Ltiu. I mould not be compos'd, if I was really to 
Wame. 

Hen. O thou perfidious woman 

Lou. Enjoy y®ur error. 

Hen. My error ! 

JLou. With one word I could convince you. 

Hen. With one word ! fpeak it then, if you dare. 

Lou. I am not married then. 
. Hert. Not married ! " v 

'• Lou. 'Twas entirely my father's doings ; hi6 fcheme 
too — 

< Hen. O cruel ! 'Tis t<5 no purpofe whether 'twas 

* you or him. 

* Leu. The Duchefs— * . 

« Hen. Don't name her ; you dare not (how yourfelf 

* toh§r. . 
M Lou. 'Twas her who order'd the whole affair. 
« Hen. How!' 

* iwA What I tell you is true ; fome reports to your 
difad vantage having reached the Duchefs* which I the* 
knew, and we have iince found, to be falfe, (he ordered this 
jnock-wedding, for fuch only it was> to prove your afc» 
fe&ions ; fo- that every thing you faw and heard wajl 
.contrived on purpofe to deceive you, and the whole af- 
fair was but a joke. 

. . . #<n* 
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Hen. [fating down in the chair t refls his hand on the 
table.] Was but a joke ! 

« A I R XII. 
Louisa. 
1 Ah ! ceafe this affii&ion, your troubles are pad; 
' Of care and difquiet, that figh was your laft : 

1 How could you once harbour a doubt of my love ? 
1 The girl you conversed with, the feaft, and the reft, 
4 The mufic and dancing, was all but a jeft ; 

1 A frolic, defign'd your affections to prove. 
' Believe me, Louifa reluctant comply'd, 

* Her father commanded — intreaty was vain ; 

* Or I fwear by this hand, I would rather have dy'd, 
4 Than have given my Henry a moment of pain. 

* Hen. O heavens ! my heart will burft.' 

Lou. What means this grief, my lore ? do you ft ill 
doubt the truth of what I fay ? 

Hen. No, Louifa ; 'tis becaufe I believe you. 

Leu. Here's my father. Oh, Sir I I am glad yon 
are come. ' Afk him what's the matter j make him tell 
the caufe of his diftrefs. 

Enter Ruffet. 

Ruf. Henry, my dear boy, good day to you; I am 
overjoy'd to fee you ; well, all matters are clear'd up, 
and you may take Louifa for your pains ; whenever you 
will, I give her to you. 

Hen. I befeech you, defire your daughter to ftep into 
the court-yard for a minute or two. 

Ruf. Why lb ? 

Hen. Oblige me only; defire (he will. . 

Ruf. Louifa, we have fomething to fay to each other; 
ftep out for a minute or two, I'll call you back pre- 
fently. 

Hen. {taking her band as Jhe goes cut."] Louifa, 'tis an 
age fince I faw you laft. 
. Lou. And yet you fend me away from you already. 

Hen* You (hall come back again immediately. 

Ruf. I was furprifed to hear you. was put in prifon, 
though they tell me 'tis but for a trifle. I am overjoyed 
to fee you; the Duchefs will foon get you rclea&'d, and 
then — -but you £eem thoughtful. 

Hen. Will you promife me to do whatntr I w\o^&l 

D 2 Ruf 
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Ruf That I will, provided it is in my power. 

Hen. I beg of you to take your daughter away with 
you ; we mud take leave of one another. 

Ruf. Why, I know that, don't I ? you mud go back 
to your regiment. 

Hen. Well, return hither two days hence* and afk for 
a dragoon named SkirmifJ) f \it will deliver you a letter— 
and for me — 

Ruf O I know well enough what you mean; you'll 
\z at the camp; the king's to be therr. 

, Hen. Have you command enough of yourfelf not to 
betray any thing to your daughter of what I am going 
to tell you ? 

Ruf. To be fure, I have. 

Hen. I am afraid ft.c'll return before ■ 

Ruf [locking out."] No, no, we are very fafe. 

Hea. This weddmg-trick 

Ruf Yes, 'twas I manag'd it. 

Hen. It threw me into defpair- 



Ruf Good, very good ! I knew it would. 

Hen. And in my fury 

Ruf Ha, ha, ha! what, was you furious then? de- 
lightful ! 

Lou. [running in.] O cruel father ! O unfortunate 
accident! this wedding has undone us all; he has con- 
fefe'd himfelf a deferter,and is condemn'd to fuffer death. 

Ruf. What's this 1 hear ? 

Hen. She knows it all— -O torture ! 

Ruf A deferter ! condemn'd ! Henry, can this be as 
fhe fays ? 

Hen. 'Tis but too true. 

Ruf Good heavens ! 

Enter Flint. 

Flint. You are wanted without. 

Hen. Me> 

Flint. You— you muft go direftly. 

Hen. Adieu, Louifa! 

A I R XIIL 
Henry. 
Adieu 1 adieu \ my heart will break, 
This torment's beyond bearing. 

Lov. 
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Louisa. 
Adieu! ah why, my love? oh fpeak. 

And banifh this defpairing. ' 

Give thy Louifa's pangs relief. 

Henry. 
I cannot fpeak, oh love ! oh grief t 

Henry, Looisa, and Russet. 
Ye pitying powers! fome comfort fend : 
When will our forrowe have an end ? 

Lou. Tor heavens fake, Sir, where is he gone I who* 
grants him ? 

v Flint, Only fome friends. 
. Lou. Surely, it can't be to— 

Flint. Oh, no ! it is not for that yet — 'tis too foon 
yet a while; about five or fix— perhaps it may be fevea 
firft. 
_ Lou* Oh, rapport me, Sir ! 

Ruf. No, child, we may yet prevent it* I'll go to the 
Ducheis and tell her the whole afrair. 

Lou. She has brought me into this trouble. 

Ruf* I'll feek her this inflant, do you follow me. 

IGocr of. 

Loiim Oh, Sir ! on my knees I befeech you. 

Flint. There's no occafion for kneeling to me ; what 
would you have ? 

Lou. Is not the king to be at the camp to-day? 

t*lint. Yes, and what then ? 

Lou. Tell me, Sir; in fuck a cafe, 'tis an" a& of ju^ 
ftice; the king furely will dojuftice* 

Flint. Certainly ; ne never does otherwife. 

Lou. Alas, Sir! I am poor, fo very poor— 

Flint. That wont hinder it a bit ; the king's too good? 
to defpffe folks becaufe they are poor* 

Lou. But 'tis for you I mean. 

Flint. For me ? 

Lou. To thank you with £ to intreat you ; here is a- 
fmall ornament, of no great value indeed ; I give you) 
this, Sir, I wifh I had more to give; lis filver; delay 
it but till to-morrow* 

Flint. Do what, dday it! — [Looking at the trinket*}. 
ney ! it feems to me to be hollow \ are 'JQM ixxte, *\S* 
timi 
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Lou. This fufpence.is dreadful. [Goes ojj 

Flint. Why, Til tell you ; I can't absolutely delay hi 
execution, but I'll let him have as much wine as ever h 
can drink.— What, gone !— Gad, this girl has a generou 
fpirit. 

Enter Skirmifh, nvbo holds a bottle andglafi in one band, , 
Jheet of paper wider bis arm, and with the other drag 

in Simkin. 

Skir. Come along, what the devil are you afraid of 
Here's a young man who wants to fee this foldier, an< 
the girl that was here : where are they t \To Flint 

Flint. She's gone away. . . ' 

Skir. But where's he ? 

Flint. He was ftnt for out to fome friends; he'll b 
here again. ££xl 

Sim. If you pleafe, Sir, I'll follow the gentleman. 

Skir. You and I muft take a glafs together. — So tHi 
foldier is your coufin, is he ? 

Sim. Yes, *Sir. 

Skir. Sit yourfelf down then*-— And he was fent her 
yefterday ? 

Sim* Yes, Sir. 

Skir. Well then,, fit down, I tell you. 
N Sim. But, Sir. 

Skir. Sit down, I fay : fit down there ;— hell' an 
fury, will you fit down when I bid you ? there !— noi 
we'll take a glafe together; hell foon be here ; com< 
fill. 

Sim. Sir, I thank you, but I am not dry ; befides^ 
don't care much fcr drinking, without knowing my com 
pany. 

Skir. Without knowing your company! why, yd 
Kttle ftarv'd, fnivelfng — an't you in company with 
gentleman? But drink this minute, or III 

Sim. I will, Sir, if you won't be angry. 

Skir. Not I ; I won't be angry. So you fay that— 

Sim. I, Sir? I did not fay any thfng. 

Skir. Well, then, if you did not fay any thing, dog 
— fing me a fongi 

Sim. I am not in fpirits for (ingihg. 

Skir. Spirits! why> a fong will raife your fpirits 
come, fi«g away 

Sir 
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v Sim. But, Sir, I can't fing. 
Stir. Ever while you live, fing. 
&m. Indeed, Sir, I can't.— 
Stir. You can't?— why, then I wilL 
Sim. Well, but Sir. 
Stir. Sit ftil, I tell you. 
Sim. But— I wifh you, ceufin— 
Skin He can't be long now ; hear my fongv 

A I R XIV. 

Women and wine compare fo well, 

They run in a perfect parallel ; 

For women bewitch us when they will ; 

And fo does wine: 
They make the ftatefman lofe his /kill, 
The foldier, lawyer, and divine ; 
They put ftrange whims in the graveft fkull, 
And fend their wits to gather wool : 
Then fince the world thus runs away, 

And women and wine 

Are alike divine ; 
Let's love all night, and drink all day ! 

There's fomething like a fong for you ! now we'I? 
Jug together 

Sim. Together? 

Skir. Ay r both- together. 

Sim. But, Sir, I don't know your fong. 

Stir. Why, who the dev.il wants you to fing my fong? 

Sim. I never faw ftich a man' in my life : how ihall h 
get away from him ? Sir ! 
. &/>. WeU, what d'ye fey ? 

Sim. I believe there's fomebody looking for you 
Jpndet. . 

Stir. Is there ? 

\Whilt Skirmifli looks round* Simkih takes an op- 
portunity of running offJ\. 
' Skir. O, you young dog ! I'll be after you ; but 
Say, here comes- the poor unfortunate young man his- 
couun. 

Enter Henry • 

Skir. How a** your fpirits ? take, a fup of this t oh t 
icre's your writing-pape*. 

Heiu 
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Hen. Thank you, friend; oh, my heart! I wiffi I 
could have fcen Louifa once more* \Sits down to 'write* 

Skir. Ah, you're a happy man, you can write I 
[Loud.'] Oh, my curfed ffcars, what a wretched fellow 1 
am ! 

Hen. Why, what's the matter ? [Looking romnd x 

Skir. The matter ? — Confufion ! — I Wufti to fay it ; 
but fince it rauft out, what will you fay to fuch a poor, 
miferable — and, but for this one misfortune, fit to be a 
general : if I had known how to write, I might have had 
a regiment five years ago : but company is the ruin oj 
us all; drinking with one, and drinking with another: 
WKy> now here ; I was in hopes here I mould be able tc 
fludy a little ; but the devil a bit ; no fuch thing as get- 
ting the bottle out of one's hand : ah, if I could hold 
the pen as I have held the bottle, what a charming hand 
I mould have wrote by this time ! 

Hen. Skirmifh, do me one favour. 

Skir. What is it ? 

Hen. May I depend upon you ? 

Skir. To the laft drop of my blood. 
• Hen. Prontife me to deliver this letter. 

Skir. Til go direaiy. 

Hen. You can't go with it now ; you are a prifoaer, 
you know. 

Skir. Damn it, fo I am ; I forgot that : well, but 
to-morrow I ihaU have my liberty ; and then — 

Hen. A perfon, whole name is Ruffet, will be here tc 
inquire after me; deliver it to him. 

Skir. May I perifh if I fail! 

Hen. Let me fpeak to you. [Xh? talk apart 

Enter Margaret, Jenny, and Simkin. 

Afarg. Yes, yes, you vile huffy, 'twas all your fault. 

yen* Well, have I not conftfs'd it? 

Marg. Confefs'd it indeed! is not the poor young 
man going to lofe his life, and all upon your account ? 

yen. 1 own it, I own it ; I never /hall joy myfefl 
again as long as I live; I (hall fee his ghoft every night 

Sim. And it ferves you right ; and I'll tell you moit 
news for your comfort ; I would not marry you, now 
you have been fo wicked, if you was worth your weight 
ingoldr 

KUrg 
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Marg. Ah, you need not talk ; for you know well 
enough you was told to ran after him to call him back, 
and you never once offend to move. 

.Sim* Why, how could I \ 1 was the bridegroom, you 
know. 

Jen. See ! there he is \ 

Marg Blefs.ua, how altered he looks ! 

Hen. Good day, aunt ; good day, [to the otters.'} 
Give us leave, brother foldier. 

Skir. Yes, yes, Higoi I wont difturb you ; 111 ga 
aod fee what they are doing ; I'm afraid no good, for 
the time draws near. 

Marg. Ah, my poor boy ! can you forgive us I 'twas 
ill our doing. 

Jen. No, 'twas my doing. 

Ben. Let us iky ao more about it ; 'twas an unfortu- 
nate affair: where's Louifa and her father? 

Marg. Ah, poor man, her father came running into 
the village like one diftra&ed ; flung himfelf on the 
ground, tore hi* hair; 'we could not get him to fpeak 
to us. 

Hen. And Louiia, who has feen her ? 

Sim. We none of us can tell where fhe h. 

Hen. How ! no one know where (he ia go*e ? fiamt 
accident; fure, has happened to her! 

Marg. Don't ,afli& yourfelf fo. 

Hen. Aunt, if fhe is found, I mull rely 00 you tfr 
comfort her 2 don't fuffer her out of your fight ; this is 
now all the fervice you can do mc ; your nephew rauft 
die; for my fake, therefore, look upon her as your 
niece; (he mould have been fo in reality. 

Marg. I promife you 

Hen. I could wim to fee her again. 

Enter FHnt and Skirmifh. 

Flint. Comrade, I am lorry to bring you bad news,, 
but you rauft now behave yourfelf like a man y the hell- 
hounds are coming for you. 

Hen* Already? 

Skir. They are indeed ; here, here, youVe occafioto 
enough for it ; drink fome of this. 

Hen. I am obligM to you,— none. Aunt, adieu! tell 

^1 
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X 

Louisa* 
And have I favM my Henry's life ?— 

Dear father, in my joy take part; 
I now indeed (hall be a wife, 

Wife to the idol of my heart. 
Thus when the ftorm, difperfing, flies 

Through which the fa i lor* 8 forc'-d t< 
No more he dreads inclement ikies, 

But with the tempeft leaves his fear. 
Russet. 
Why, why, I pray you, this -delay ? 

Children, your hands in wedlock jo 
TTEat I may pafs my hours away 

In eafe and peace through life's dec 
*This joy's too great ; my pride, my b 

Both, both in my affection (hare, 
May who delights the other mo ft, 

Henceforward fce your only care! 
Skirmish. 
t -wi(h your joy may hold you long $ 

But yet 1 am not fuch a fot, 
As not to fee you all are wrong ; 

Why is the king to be forgot ? 
You Had been wretched but for him! 

Then follow Skirmim, dance and I 
dRaife every voice, drain ev'ry limb, 

HttAta ! and cry, Long live the ki 
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A C T I. 

SctNE> Mrs MeChun's Houfe. 

\Lomd knocking at the dwr."} 

Enter Jenny. 
T% A ¥ f tap* tap* up-ftaifs and <Wn, from morning 
lV to night ; If this fame commiflary ftays mucK 
longer amongft ua, my miftrttfs nmft c*€ft hire a porter. 
Who'ttherc? '. : : 



\ 
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Simon without. 
Sim. Is Mrs Mechlin atTiome ? 

Jen. ty. [Opens the door*] ph# what is it you, Si 
tnoRT ' l ' t / • t f ^ t ; > J ^ ^ 

• Enter Simon." 

Sim. At your fervicc* fweet Mrs Jane. . 

Jen. Why, yon knock with authority ; and what ar 
-your commands, Mafter Simon ? 

Sim. 1 come, Madam, to receive thofe of your mi 
Href*. What, Jenny, has (He any great affair on the an 
iil ? Her fummons is moft exceedingly preffing ; and yoi 
iieed not be told, child, that a man of my confequenc 
does not trouble himfelf about trifles. " 

Jen. Oh, Sir, I know very well you principal aftor 
don't perform every night. 

Sim. Mighty well, Ma'am; but, notwithftanding you 
ironical fneer, it is not every man that will do for you 
miftrefs ; her agents mull have genius and parts : ] 
don't fuppofe, in the whole bills of mortality, there i 
fo general and extenfive a dealer as my friend Mr 
Mechlin. 

Jen. Why, to be fure, we have plenty of cuftomers 
and for various kinds of commodities; it would be prett] 
difficult, I fancy, to 

Sim. Commodities ! Your humble fervant, fweet Mr 
Jane; yes, yes, you have various kinds of commodities 
indeed. 

Jen. Mr Simon, I don't underftand you; I fup- 
pofe it is no fecret in what fort pf goods our dealing 
confifts. 

Sim. No, no, they are pretty well known. 

Jen. And, to be fure, though now and then, to ©blig< 
a cuftomer, my miftrefs does cbndefccnd to fmuggle i 
little 

Sim. Keep it up, Mrs Jane. 

Jsn. Yet there are no people in the liberty of Weft- 
minder that live in more credit than we do. 

« Sim. Bravo. 

« Jen. The very bed of quality are not afham'd totfc 
1 fit my miftrefs. ■. 

« Sim. They have reafon« ; » 

« Jen. Refpi&ed by the neighbours, ; 

- <m 
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* Sim* I know ft. 

« Jen. Punctual in her payments* 

* Sim* *I*o a moment. 

* Jen* Regular hours. 

* Sim* Doubtlefe. 

* Jen* Never mifs the farmant on Sundays. 
' Sim, I own it. 

c Jen. Not an oath comes out of her mouth, unlets 
1 now and then when the poor gentlewoman happens 
1 to be overtaken in liquor. 

* Sim. Granted. 

' Jen. Not at all given to lying, but, like other trades- 
1 folks, in the way of herbnfinefs.' 

Sim. Very well. 

Jen* Very well ! then pray, Sir, what would you in- 
finuate ? Look you, Mr Simon, don't go to cad reflec- 
tion* upon us ; don't think to blafl the reputation of 

OUT* > ■ 

Sim* Hark ye, Jenny, areyouferious? 

Jen* Serious V Ay, marry am I. 

Sim* The devil you are ! 

Jen* Upon my word, Mr Simon* you mould not giver 
your tongue fuch a licence ; let me tell you, thefe aira 
do not become you at all. 

Sim* Hey-day ! why where the deuce have I got ? 
fare, I have miftaken the houfc ; is not this' Mrs Mech- 
lift's* 

Jen. That's pretty well known. 

Sim* The commodious, convenient Mrs Mechlin, at 
the fign of the Star, in the parifti of St Paul's ? 

Jen* Bravo. 

* Sim. That commercial caterpillar ? 

* Jen. I know it. 

4 Sim. That murderer of manufactures ? 
1 Jen. Dpubtlefs. 

* Sim. That walking wareboufe? 
1 Jen* Granted*' 

Sim. That carries about a greater cargo of contra-* 
band goods under her petticoats than a Calais cutter ? 
Jen* Very well. 

* Sim* That engrofler and feducer of virgins ? 

* Jen* Keep it up, matter Simon, 

E z. « Sitnk 



5* THE COMMISSARY. 

4 Sim* That foreftaller of bagnios 1 

' Jen* Incomparably fine.' 

Sim* That canting, cozening, money-lending, mate 
making, pawnbroking — — [Loud knocking 

Jen* Mighty well, Sir : here cornea my miftrefa, I 
(hau thank you for the pretty pi&ure you have be 
pleafed to draw. 

Sim. Nay, but, dear Jenny 

Jen. She (hall be told how lightly (he (lands in ye 
favour. 

Sim. But, my fweet girl—- [Knock mga\ 

Jen* Let me go, Mr Simon*; don't you hear? 

Sim. And can you have the heart to ruin me at •nc 

Jen* Hands off. 

Sim. A peace, a peace, my dear Mrs Jane, and d 
tate the articles. 
Muter Mrs Mechlin, followed by a hachney-cbaebntan w 

fever a I bundles* in a capuchin* a bonnet* andhercUa< 

finned up* 

Mrs Mech. So, huffy, what, muft I flay all day in t 
ftreets ? who have we here ? the devil's in the wench 
I think— ione *>f your fellows, I fuppofe-^—Oh, is 
you ! how fares it, Simon ? 

Jen. Madam, you mould not have waited a minu 
hut Mr Simon.——— 



gim* Hufo, hu(h ! you barbarous jade 



Jen. Knowing your knock, and eager to open t 
door, flew up flairs, fell over the landing-place, a 
quitp barr'd'uptbe way. 

Sim* Ye*i and I am afraid I have put out my ank 
Thanks, Jenny; you (hall be no lofer, you flut. [Afi 

Mrs Mech* Poor Simon.— Oh, Lord have mei 
Upon me, what a round have I taken? ■■ Is the wen 
petrified ? why don't you reach me a chair, don't y 
fee I am tired to death ? 

Jen. Indeed, Ma'aib, you'll kill yourfelf. 

Sim* Upon my word, Madam Mechlin, you ihoi 
take a little care of youifelf \ indeed you labour t 
bard. 

Mrs Mech* Ay, Simon, and for little or*notbia 
only vi&uaji and cioaths, more coft than worfhip.— -W 

d< 
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docs not the wench take the things from the fellow i 

Well, what's your fare? 

Coachm. Miftrefs, its honeftly worth half a crown. 

Mrs Mcch. Give him a couple of fhillings, and fencL 
Hint away. 

Coachm I hope you'll tip me the tefter to drink ? 

Mrs Mcch. Them there fellow* are never contented ; 
drink ! Hand farther offj why you finell already as ftrong 
at a beer-barrel. 

Coachm. Miftrefs, that's becaufe I have already been 
drinking;. 

Mrs Mech. And. are not you afharaed, you fot, to be 
eternally guzzling? You had better buy you fome deaths. 

Coachm, No, miftrefs, my honour won't let me do that* 

Mrs Meek. Your honour! and pray how does that. 
hinder you ? 

Coachm. Why, when a good gentlewoman like yoif», 
cries, Here coachman, here's fome thing to drink.. ■■ > ■ 

Mrs Mcch. WeUr 

Coachm, Would it be honour in me to lay it out iw 
any thing elfe •? No, miftrefs, ray conscience won't let 
me, becaufe why, its the will of the donor, you know. 

Mrs Mcch. Did you ever hear fuch a blockhead ? 

Coachm. No, no, miftrefs; tho' I am a poor man, £ 
won't forfeit my honour; my cattle, thof* I love 'em, 
poor beafteJTes* are not more dearer to me than that. 

Mrs Mech. Yes, you and your horfes give pretty 
ftrong proofs of your honour ; for you have no cloaths 
on your back, and they have no flefh. Well, Jenny, 
give him. thefixpence ; there, there, lay it out as you 
will. 

' Coach. IL will' be to your health, miftrefs ; it fh all. 
achat the Meufe, before I go home.; I fball be care*- 
ftl to^clear my conference. 

Mrs Mcch. I don't doubt it. • 

Coachm. You need: not Miftrefs, your fervant. 

[Exit Coachman* 

Mrs Mech. Has there been any body here, Jenny ? 

Jex. The. gentleman,. Ma'am, about the Glouceftcr- 
Sure living. 

Mrs Mcch* He was! Oh oh! what, I fuppofc his fto— 

E 3 mach'o 
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»mach's come -down. Does he like the encumbrance ? mil 
he marry the party ? 

Jen. Why, that article feems to go a little againft 

</)//•/ «flf*a&. Does it fo ? then let him' retire to his 
Cumberland curacy : that's a fine keen air, it will foon 
give him an appetite. He'll flick to his honour too, till 
his caflbek is wore to a rag. 

J 'en. Why, indeed, Ma'am, it Teems pretty rufty suV 
y. 
Mrs Mech. Dcvilifh fqueamifh, I think ; a good fat 
-living, and a fine woman into the bargain ! You told 
kim a friend of the lady's will take the child off .her 

hands? 

* Jen* , Yes, Madam. 

Mrs Mech. So that the affair will be a fecret to all 
but himfelf. But he muft quickly refolve, for. next week 
his wife's month will be up. 

Jen* He promifed to call about four. 
Mrs Mech. But don't let him think we ate at a lofs 
lor a hulband ; there is to ray knowledge a merchant's 
clerk in the city, a comely young man, and comes of' 
good friends, that will take her with but a fmall place 
an. the cuftom»houfc. 
Jsn. He fhaH know ik 

Mrs Mech. Ay, and tell him that the party's party has 
intereft enough to obtain it whenever he will. And then 
the bridegroom may put the purchafc -money too of that- 
feme presentation, into his pocket. 

Jen. Truly, Ma'am, I mould think this would prove 
the beft match for the lady. 

Mrs Mvch. Who udoubts it?— Here, Jenny, carry 
thefe things, above ftairs. Take care of the eigrette* 
leave the watch upon the table, and be fure yo% don't 
mifla^the pearl- necklace : the lady goes, to Mrs Cor- 
neleys's to-night ; and, if (he has any luck, fhe. wilt* be. 
fure to redeem it to-morrow. 

Sim. What a world of affairs! it is a wonder, Madam,, 
how you are able to remember them all. 

Mrs Mech. Trifles, mere trifles, Mailer Simon.— -But 
1 have a great affair, in hand— Sueh, an*, affair, if. well; 
managed, it will be the making of us alL 

Sim 



THE COMMISSARY. $ R 

Sim. If I, Ma'am, can be of the lead ufe— 
Mrt Mech. Of the higheft ! there is no doing without 
yoifc.-— You know the great 

Enter Jenny. 
Jen. I have put the things where you ordered. 
Ma'am. 

Mr* Mech. Very well, you may go. [Exit Jenny* 
I fay, you know the great commiflary. that is- come to 
lodge in my houfe. Now they fay this Mr Fungus is at 
rich as an Indian governor; heaven knows how he came 1 
by it : but that, you know, is no bufinefs of ours. Pretty 
pickings, I warrant, abroad; {Loud knocking,"] Who 
the deuce can that be ? But let it be who it will, you 
muft not go till I. fpeak. to you. 

Enter Jenny. 

yen. The widow Loveit, Ma'am,. 

Mrs Mech. What, .the old liquorifh dowager, from 

Devonfhire Square ?fhqw her in. {Exit Jenny.] You'll 

wait in the kitchen, Simon, I fhallfoon diipatch her aff 

.fair.. {Exit Simon. 

Enter Mrs Loveit. 
Mrs Lov. So fo, good morning to you, good Mrs 
Mechlin. . John, let the coach wait at the corner*. 
Mrs Mech. You had better fit here, Madam. 
Mrs Lov. Anywhere. Well, my dear woman, I hope 
you have not forgot your old friend— Ugh, ugh, ugh^ 
— {coughs. ~] ConfxcLer I have no time to lofe, and you* 
are always fo full of- employment.. 

Mrs Mech. Forgot you! you (hall judge,. Mrs Lo> 
veit. I have, Ma'am, provided a whole cargo of huf- 
bands for you, of all. nations, complexions, ages, tenv 
persi and fizes.: fo you, fee you have nothing to do but 
chopfe. 

J£rs Lov. Tochoofe, Mrs Mechlin ! Lord. help me, 
what choice can I have?- 1 look upon wedlock <o be a 
kind of a lottery, and I have already, drawn my. prize ; 
and a. great one it was! My poor dear man that's gone, 
1 (hall never meet with his fellow. 

Mrs Mech. Piha, Madam, don't let us trouble our 
heads; about him, 'tis high time that he was forgot. 

MrsLov*3\iX won' t .hi* relations think me rather too 
quick ? 

BIri 
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Mrs Mech. Not a jot ; the greateft complim 
eou'd pay to bis memory; it is a proof he gave ) 
fon to be fond of the ftate. But what do you n 
quick? Why, he has been bury 'd thefe three wee 

Mrs Lov. And three days, Mrs Mechlin* 

Mrs Mech. Indeed! quite an age. 

Mrs Lov. Yes ; but I fhall never forget him 
tug or waking, he's always before me. H 
fwell' d belly, and hit poor fhrunk legs ; Lord b. 
Mrs Mechlin, he had no more calf than my fan. 

Mrs Mech. No ! 

Mrs Lov. No, indeed; and then, his bit of a 
nofe, and his little weezen face as fharp as a i 
don't mention it, I can never forget him, 

Mrs Meek. Sweet marks of remembrance, 
But, Ma'am, if you continue to be fo fond of y 
hu/band, what makes you think of another ? 

Mrs Lov. Why, what can I do, Mrs Mtcl: 
poor lone widow woman as I am ; there's \ 
minds me; my tenants behind-hand, my fervs 
carelefs, my children undutiful — Ugh, ugh, ug 

. . "C' 

Mrs Mech. You have a villainous cough, M 
veit ; (hall I fend for fome lozenges ? 

Mrs Lov. No, I thank you, 'tis nothing at all 
habit ; juft a little trick I've got. 

Mrs Mech. But 1 wonder you fhou'c>have a) 
vexations to plague you, Madam, you who are f 
andfo - * 

Mrs Lov. Forty thoufand in the four-pcr-centi 
morning J rife, Mrs Mechlin, befides two hoi 
Hackney : but then my affairs are fo weighty, and 
cate ; there is fuch tricking in lawyers, and fue 
ments in children, that I can't do by myfelf ; '. 
have a helpmate \ quite neceflity, no matter of cb 

Mrs Mech. Oh, I underftand you, you marry i 
for convenience ; juft only to get an afiiftant, a k 
a guard, a fence to your property;? 

Mrs Lov. Nothing elfe. 

Mrs Mech. I thought fo ; quite prudential ; f< 
age is none of your object :, you don't want a fca 
iog, giddy, fprightly, young—*. 
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Mrs Lov. Young I Heaven forbid* What, do you 

^ think, like fomc ladies I know, that I want to have my 

[ torfband taken for one of my grandchildren ? no, no j 

thank Heaven, foch vain thoughts never entered ray 

kai 

Mrs Mech* But yet, as yoor matters (land, he ought 
lotto be to very old neither ; for inftance now, of what 
ofc to you wou'd be a hufband of JUty ? 

Mrs Lov* Sixty! Are you mad, Mrs Mechlin ? what, 
to you think I want to turn nurfc ? 

Mrs Mecb. Or fifty-five? 

MrsLov. Ugh, ugh, ugh—- 
I Mn Meet. Or fifty ? 

Mrs Z#w. Oh ! that's too cunning an age 1 men* 
ww-a-days, rarely marry at fifty, they are too knowing 
tad cautious, r 

Mrs Mich, Or forty-five, or forty, or— 

Mrs Lev. Shall I, Mrs Mechlin, tell you a piece of 
Kjmiad? 

Mrs Mcch. I believe, Ma'am, that will be your beft 
way. 

Mrs Lev* Why then, as my children are young and 
rebellious, the way to fecure and prcferve their obe- 
dience will be to marry a man that won't grow old in 
* Irony. 

Mrs Mech. Why, I thought you declar'd againft 
Wh? 
\ Mrs Lev. So I do, fo I do ; but then, fix or feven 

tod twenty is not fo very young, Mrs Mechlin. 
1 t Mrs Mcch. No, no, a pretty ripe age : for at that 
tf time of life men can buftle and ftir ; they are not eafily 
check'd, and whatever they take in hand they go through 
with. 
* ' Mrs Lov. True, true. 

Mrs Meek Ay, ay, it is then they may be faid to be 
tfeful ; it is the only tear and wear feafoa. 

Mrs Lw. Right, right. 

Mrs Mech. Well, Ma'am, I fee what you want ; and 
to-morrow about this time, if you'll do me the favour" 
to call 

Mrs Lov. I ftan't faiL 

Mrt 
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Mrs Mech. I think I can fuit you. 

Mrs Lov. You'll be very obliging. 

Mrs Mech. You may depend upon't, 111 do my en- 
deavours. 

Mrs Lav. But, Mrs Mechlin, be Aire don't let him 
be older than that, not above feven or eight and twenty 
at moll ; and let it be as foon as you conveniently can. 

Mrs Mech. Never fear, Ma'am. 
-. Mrs Lev. Becaufe, you know, the more children I 
have by the fecond venter, the greater plague I (halt 
grove to thofe I had by the firft. 

Mrs Mech. True, Ma'am. You had better lean on 
me to the door : but, indeed, Mrs Loveit, you are vtry 
malicious to your children, very revengeful,; indeed. 

Mrs Mech. Ah, they defenre it ; you can't think' 
4rhat fad whelps they turn out ; no puni(hment can be 
too much ; if their poor father cou'd but have forefeen 
they wou'd have— why did I mention the dear man ? 
it melts me too much. Well, peace be with him— •' 
To-morrow about this time, Mrs Mechlin, will the par- 
ty be here, think you ? 

Mrs Mech. I can't fay. 

Mrs Lev. Well, a good day, good Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs, Mech. Here, John, take care of your miftrefs. 

[Exit Mrs Loveit*' 
A good morning to you, Ma'am. Jenny, bid Simon 
come up.— A hufband ! there now is a proof of the pro-' 
dence of age ; I wonder they don't add a claufe to the 
aft to prevent the old from marrying clandeftinely atf 
well as the young. I am fure there are as many unsuit- 
able matches at this time of life as the other. : * 

Enter Simon 
Shut the door, Simon. Are there any of Mr Fungus'* 
fervants below ? 

Sin* Three or four ftrange faces. 

Mrs Mick Ay, ay, fome of that troop, I fuppofe f 
come, Simon, be feated. — Well, Simon, as I was tell* 
iug you ; this Mr Fungus, my lodger above, that hat 
brought home from the wars a whole cart-load of money r 
and who (between you and 1) went there from very* 
little better than a driver of carts ■ 

Sim. 1 formerly knew him, Ma'am. 

Mrs 
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' Mrs Mecb. But he does not know you ? -» 

Sim. No, no. 

Mrs Mecb* I am glad of that< — this fpark, I fay, not 
content with being really as rich .as a lord, is detersnin'd 
to rival them too in every other accompliihment. " . 

Sim, Will that be fo eafy ? why he muft be upwards? 



Mrs Mech'. Fifty, I warrant. * 

Sim. Rather htte in life to fet up for a gentleman. 

Mrs Mech. But fine talents, you know, and a ftrongin- 
dination. — 

Sim. That, indeed — . ' 

Mrs Mech, Then, I promife you, he fpares for no pains. 

Sim. Diligent! 

Mrs Mecb* Oh, always at it. Learning fometbingor' 
Other from morning to night; my houfe is a perfect aca-. 
demy, fueb a throng of fencers, dancers, riders, rauficians 
•—but, however, to fweeten the pill, I have a fellow- 
feeling for recommending the teachers. 

Sim. No doubt, Ma'am ; that's always the rule. 

Mrs Mecb. But one of his ftudies is really diverting, 
I own I can't help laughing at that. 

Sim. What may that be ? 

Mrs Mech. Oratory. — You know his firft ambition is 
to have aieat in a certain aflcrobly; and in order to 
appear there with credit, Mr What d'ye Call'um, the 
man from the city, attends every morning to give him a 
lecture upon fpeaking, and there is fuch haranguing and 
bellowing between them — Lord have mercy upon — but 
you'll fee enough on't yourfelf ; for, do you know, Si- 
mon, you are to be his valet de chambre ? 

Sim. Me, Madam ! 

Mrs Mech. Ay, his privy counfellor, his confident, 
his director in chief. 

Sim. To what end will that anfwcr ? 

Mrs Mech. There I am coming — You are to know, 
that our Squire Wou'd-be is violently bent upon matri* 
mony ; and nothing, forfooth, will go down but a perfoa 
of rank and condition. 

Sim. Ay, ay, for that piece of pride he's indebted to 
Germany. 

Mrs Atu/i. The article of fortune he holds in utter 
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jwntempt, a grand alliance is all that he want* ) fo that 
the lady has but her veins full of high blood) he doeanot 
tm two-peace haw low and empty her purfe is. 

Sim. Bat, Ma'am, won't tt be difficult to Meet with 
a fuitabk fubjed I I believe there are few ladies of qua* 
Utythat— — 

Mrs Mech. Oh, as to that, I am already provided* 

Sim. Indeed! 

Mtt Mech. : Yaa know tnry niece Dofly i 

Sim. VerywelL 

Mrs Mech. What think you of her ? 

Sim. Of Mifs Dolly, for what? 

Mr t Mech. For what? you are plaguily doll; why,* 
woman of fafhion, you dunce. 

Sim* To be fare Mifs Dolly it very deferring* and few 
ladies have a better appearance ; bat, bleft me, Madam* 
here people of rank are fo generally known* that the 
ffighteft inquiry wouM poifon your project. 

Mrs Mech. Oh, Simon, I have no fears from thai 
quarter; there, I think, I am pretty fecure. 

Sim. If that, indeed, be the cafe.—* 

Mrs Mech. In the firft place, Mr Fungus has an entire 
reliance on me. 

Sim. That's fomething. 

Mrs Me eh. Then to baffle any idle cnrlofity, we art? 
not derived from any of your new-fangled gentry, wfcV 
owe their upftart nobility to your Harrys and Edward*; 
Mo, no, we are fcions from an older ftoek ; wc are the 4 
hundred and fortieth lineal defcendent from Hercules A- 
lexander, cail df Glen dower, prime minifter to king 
Malcolm -the Firft. 

Sim* Odfo ! a qualification for a canon of Straftwg* 
80 then, it feems, you are tranfplanted from the banks df 
the Tweed ; cry you mercy ! But how will Mife Dolly 
;be able to manage the accent ? 

Mrs Mech. Very well ; the was two years an a&refsin 
Ederiborough. 

Sim. That's true ; is- the overture made, has the* 
been any interview ? 

Mrs Mech. Several : we hiifc no diffike to hts per- 
foh ; can't hut own lie is rather agreeable ; and as" to hid 
f ropofels| they are greater than we tou'd defire : hut 

wc 
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•care prudent and careful* fay nothing without the 
Earl's approbation. 

Sim. Oh, that will be earlly had. 

Mrs Mecb. Not fo eafily \ and now comes your part: 
but firft* how goes the world with you, Simon ? 

Sim. Never worfe ! The ten bags of tea, and the car- 
go of brandy, diem peering rafcals took from me in 
Sufiex, has quite broken my back. 

Mrs Mecb. Poor Simon ! why then I am afraid there's 
•a end of your traffic* 

Sim. Totally < for, now thofe fellows have got the Ifle 
of Man in their hands, I have no chance to get home, 
Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs Mecb. Then you are entirely at leifure ? 

Sim. As a Bath tmrnfpit in the month of July. 

Mrs Mecb. You are then, Simon, an old family* 
ferrant in waiting here on the lady ; but difpatch'd to the 
North with a view to negociate the treaty, you are juft 
returned with the noble Peer 5 8 refolution. Prepare you 
a fuitable equipage, I will provide you with a couple of. 
letters, one for the lover and one for the lady. 

Sim. The contents r— 

Mrs Mecb. Oh, you may read them within : now with 
regard to any queftions, I will furnim you with fuu> 
able anfwers; but you have a bungler to deal with, fo 
Jour cards wfll fee ^erfhrplay'cU 

Enter Jenny. 

Jesu Midi Dolly, Ma'am, in a hackney Coach at tht 
turner $ may (he 'Come in ? 
• Mrs Mecb. Are the.fervants out of the way? 

Jen. Oh, (he is fo muffled up and difguifed, that (he'll 
ran no danger from them-. 

Mrs Mecb. Be fure keep good watch at the doon> 

Jen. Oh, never fear, Ma'am. {Exit Jenny* 

. Mrs Mecb. Simon, take thofe two letters that are 
tinder the furthermoft cufhion in the window; run hornet 
get a dirty pair of boots on, a great coat, and a whip, 
find he. here with them in half an hour at farthelt. 

Situ. I will not fail. But have you no farther direc- 
tions,? . 

Mrs. Mecb. .Time enough* I {hall be in the way) 
i Vol. IV. F t« 
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for it is me that mud introduce you above. [Exit Si* 
mon.] So, things feem now in a pretty good train j 
a few hours, it is to be hoped, will make me eafy for 
life. To fay truth, I begin to be tir'd of my trade. To 
be fure, the profits are great \ but then* fo are the rifle! 
that I run : befides, my private practice begins to be 
fmok'd. Ladies are fuppos'd to come here with difie* 
rent defigns than merely to look at my goods: fome of 
my bed cuilomers, too, are got out of my channel* and 
manage their matters at home by their maids. Thofc- 
afylums, they give a dreadful blow to my buiinefs. 
Time has been, when a gentleman wanted a friend, I 
could fupply him with choice in an hour; but the mar* 
ket is fpoiled, and a body might as food produce a hare 

or a partridge as a pretty— [Enter Dolly. 3 So» 

niece, are all things prepared ) have you got the papers 
from Harpy ? 

DoL Here they are"* Ma'am. 

Mrs Mech. Let me fee — Oh the" marriage-articles fof 
Fungus to fign. Have you got the contract about youi 

DoL Yon know, aunt, I left it with you. 

Mrs Mech. True, I had forgot: but where is the 

bond that I Here it is; this* Dolly, you muft fig* 

and feal before witnefs. 

Dal. To what end, aunt? 

Mrs Mech. Only, child, a trifling acknowledgment 
for all the trouble I have taken ; a little hint to your 
hulband, that he may reimburfe your poor aunt* for ybuf 
cloaths, board, lodging, and breeding. 

DoL I hope my aunt does- not fufped tkat I can ever 
be wanting 

Mrs Mech. No, my dear, Hot in the leaft : but it it 
beft, Dolly, in-order to prevent all retrofpe&ton, that we 
fettle accounts before you change your condition.. 

DoL But, Ma'am, may not I fee the contents.? . 

Mrs Mtcb. The contents, love? of what ufe will that 
be to you ? Sign and feal* that's enough. 
. DoL But, aunt, I choofe to fee what I fign. 

Mi s Mech. To fee ! what, then you fufpect me ? 

DoL No* Ma'am; but a little caution— 

Mrs Meek. Caution! Here's an impudent baggage I 
how dare you dlfpute my commands \ have not I made 

youi 
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you, raifed you from nothing, and won't a word from 
my mouth reduce you again ? 

JDo/. Madam, X 

Mrs Meet. Anfwer me, huffy, was not you a beg- 
gar's brat at my door; did not I, out of companion, take 
you into my houfe, call you my niece, and give you fuit- 
able breeding? 

Del. True, Madam. 

Mrs Meet. And what return did you make me? You 
was fcarce got into your teens, you forward Hut, but you 
brought me a child almoft as big as yourfelf ; and a de- 
lightful father you chofe for it ! Do&or Catgut, the 
meagre muiician; that tick monkey-face maker of crot- 
chets; that eternal trotter after all the little draggle- 
taU'd girls of the town. Oh, you low flut, had it been 
by a gentleman, it would not have vex'd me ; but a 
fiddler! 

DoU For heaven's fake 

Mrs Mccb. After that you elop'd, commene'd ftrol- 
ler, and in a couple of years return'd to town in your 
original trim with fcarce a rag to your back. 

Del. Pray, Ma'am 

- Mrs Meek Did not I, notwithstanding, receive you 
again ? have not I tortured my brains for your good I 
found you a hufband as rich as a Jew, juft brought aH 
my matters to.bcar, and now you refufe to fign a paltry 
paper? 

Dol Pray, Madam, give it me, I will fign, execute, 
do all that you bid me. 

Mrs Mecb. Yon will ; yes, fo you had beft. An4 
what's become qf the child, have you done as I order M? 

Dol. The Doctor was not at home ; but the nurfe left 
the child in the kitchen. 

Mrs Mecb. You heard nothing from him ? 

DoL Not a. word. , 

. Mrs Mecbm Then he is meditating fome mifchief, I 
warrant. However, let our good ftars fecure us to-day, 
and a fig for what may happen to-morrow. It is a little 
unlucky, tho% that Mr Fungus has chofen the Doctor 
for his matter of mufic; but as yet he has not been here, 
and, if poffible, we mutt prevent him. 

Fa Enter 
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Enter Jinny, kaftilf. •» 

Jen. Mr Fungus the tallow-chandler, Ma'am* it 
eroding the way ; (hall I fay you are at home ? 

Mrr Meek. His brother has fervants enough, let (bme 
o£ them anfwer. Hide, Dolly. [Exit Doily and Jenny. }• 

[One knocks est the door.'] Ay, that's the true tap of 

the trader: this old brother of ours, tho', is fmoky and 
fhrewd, and, tho' an odd, a fenfible fellow; we muft 
guard againft him : if he gets but an inkling, but the 
dighteft iufpicion, our project is marr , d*~*-^r^ mife 
•witkuut.~\ What the douce is the matter? As I live, a 
jiquabble between him and La Fleur, the French foot** 
man we hir'd this morning. This may make mirth, PU 
liften a little. [Retires. 

Enter Mr Tfaac Fungus, driving in La Flour. 

I. Fun. What, is there nobody in the house that cut 
give me an anfwer? where's my brother, you rafcal? 

La Fleur, Je n' entend fas. 

I.' Fun* Fas! what the devil it that? Anfwer yet or 
no, is my brother at home? don't ftrug up your Jhouidcrtv 
at me, you. ■ ■ Oh, here comes a rational being. 

' Enter Mrs Meehlin. 
Madam Mechlin, how fares it? this here lanthonujaw'd 
rafcal won't give me an anfwer, and indeed worid icasc* 
let me into the hqufe, 

. La Fleur. Ceft gro* bQtsrgus a fait wee tapage fh 
diahlc. -ff 

Mrs Meet. Fy done c*eft lefrerede Monfiemt. 

La Fleur* Lefrerel Man Dieul *» 

/. Fun. What is all thisi what the devil lingo it the 
fellow a- talking? ."._.- 

Mrs Meek. This is a footman from France that your 
brother has taken. t 

I. Fun. From France ! and it that the beft of- bit 
breeding? I thought we had taught them better man* 
nert abroad, than to come here and infult us at home. 
People make fuch a- rout about fmuggling their Frenchi* 
fied goods; their men do us more mifchief. If we could 
but hinder the importing of them—— - - 

Mr4 Meek. Ay, you are a true Briton, I fee that, Mr 
Ifaac. •■• 

/• Fun. I warrant me: is brother Zachary at .home? 

Mrs 
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Mrs Meet. Above flairs, Sir. 

/. Fan. Any company with him ? 

Mrs Mecb. Not any to hinder your villi. La Fleur, 
cuvrez ie forte* 

I. Fun. Get along you Mrs Mechlin, your fer- 

vant. [Exit Mrs Mechlin.] I can't think what the de- 
vil makes your quality fo fond of the Monfieurs; for my 

part, I do'nt fee March and be hangM to you — you 

iboty-fecM— — [Exit I. Fungus, and La Fleur** 

• Mrt Mecb: Come, Dolly, you now may appea • 

* Enter Jenny. 

• Jen. Mr Paduafoy, Ma'am, the Spitalfields weaver j- 

• he has been waiting this hour, and fays he has fome 

• people at home 

• Mrs Meek. Let him enter; in a couple of minutes 

• 1*11 follow you, Dolly. [Exit Jenny.- 

* Enter Paduafoy. 
' Mn Mecb. Mr Paduafoy, you may load yourfelf 

• home with thofe filks, they won't do for my market. 

' Pad. Why, what's the matter, Madam? 

4 Mr j Mecb. Matter! you are a pretty fellow indeed! 

• you are a tradefman ! 'tis lucky I know you, things 

• might have been worfe; let us fettle accounts, Mr Pa- 

• duafoy ; you'll fee no more of my money. 

' Pad. I (hall be forry for that, Mrs Mechlin. 
. * Mrs Mecb. Sorry! anfwer me one queftion; am not* 

• I the beft cuftomer that ever you had? 

• Pad. I confefs it. 

• Mrs Mecb. Have not I mortgaged my precious foul, 

• by fwearing to my quality-cuftomers that the ftuff from 
1 your looms was the produce of Lyons? 

« Pad. Granted. 

4 Mrs Mecb. And unlefs that had been believ'd, could 

• ytra have fold them a yard, nay, a nail? 

• Pad. I believe, not. 

• Mrs Mecb. Very well. Did not, Sir, I procure you 
1 more money for your curs'd goods, when fold as the 
1 manufacture of France, than as mere Englifh they could 

• have ever produced you ? 

• Pad* I never denyM it. 

F 3 Mr K 

"J Firft a6 cjkU here, when done at an after-piece. 
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• « Mrs Mech. Then arc not you a pretty fellow, to 
* blow up and ruin my reputation at once? 

* Pad. Me, Madam ! 

* Mrs Mech. Yes, you. % ' 
4 Pad. As how? 

* Mrs Mech. Did not you tell me thefe pieces of filk 
Were entire, and the only ones you had made of that 

pattern! 

* Pad. I did. 

* Mrj Mitch. Now mind. Laft Monday I left them 
at juft landed, upon a pretence to fecure them from 
Maim, at the old oouotefs of Furbelow's, by whofe 
meant 1 w» furc, at my own price, to get rid of them" 
both ; and who mould come in laft night at the hall at' 
the Manfion-houfe, where my lady unluckily happeit'd 
to* be, with a full fuit of the blue pattern upon her" 
back, but Mrs Deputy Dowlafs, dizen'd out like a du- 
chefs. 

« Pad. Mrs Deputy Dowlafs! Is it poffible? 

* Mrs Mecb- There is no denying the feet: but that 
was not afr. If, indeed, Mrs Deputy had behaved like 
a gentlewoman, and fwore they had been fent her from 
Pkm, why there the thing would have died: but fee 
what it is to have to do with mechanics ; the fool owned 
(he had them from you. ' I fhould be glad to fee any 
ef my ctoftemcr8 at a lofs for a lie ; but thofe trum- 
pery traders, Mr Faduafoy, you'll never gain any ere* 
dit by them. 

* Pint. TmYmiA be a triek' of iny wife's; I knoijv 
the women are intimate; but this piece of intelligence 
will make a hot boufe. None of my fault indeed, 
Mrs Mechlin : I hope, Ma'am, this won't make any 
draerence-f 

« Mrs Mech. Difference ! I don't betfere I malt Be* 
able to fm aggie a gown for you thefe fix months* 
What is in that bundle? 

* Pad. Some India handkerchiefs, 'that yon promised* 
to procure of m fupcrcago at Woolwich for Sir Thomas* 
Calico's lady. ,'"""'* 

* Mrs Mech. Are you pretty- forward with the tight 
^fpiiggM waiftcoats from Italy? 

« Pad. Tiiey will be out of the loom in, a wecS. 

Mrs 
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4 Mrs Mtch. You need not put any Genoa velvets vri 
4 hand tiR the end of autumn ; but you may make me- 
4 immediately a frefh ibrtment of foreign ribbons for 
• fummer. 

• Pad. Any other commands, Mrs Mechlin ? 

* Mrs Mtch. Not at prefent, I think. 

4 Pad. I wifh you, Madam, a very good morning, i 

4 Mrs Mtcb* Mr Padaafby ! Lord, I hadlik'd to have 
4 forgot. You muft write an anonymous letter to the 
*• cuilom-houfe, and fend me fome old filks to be feized $ 
4 I muft treat the town with a bonfire : it will make a 
41 fine paragraph for the papers, and at the fame time ad- 
4 vertife the public where fuch things may be had. 

4 Pad. I (han't fail, Madam. [Exit Paduafoy. 

4 Mrs Meek. Who fays now that I am not a friend to 
4 my country? I think the Society for the Encourage*' 
4 ment of Arts fhould vote me a premium. I am fure I 
4 am one of the greateft encouragers of our own manu- 
4 faaures. [Exit Mrs Mechlin.' 

A C T II. 

Enter Zachary Fungus, Isaac Fungus* and 

Mas Mechlin. ' 

Zac Fungus. 

BRother Haac, you are a blockhead, I tell you. 
But firft anfwer me this : Can knowledge do a mas* 
any harm ? 

A Fun. No, ferting ; what is befitting a man for to 1 
learn. 

• Z» Fun. To learn! and how mould you know what 
is befitting a gentleman to learn ? Stick to your trade,* 
matter tallow-chandler. 

\ /. Fun. Now, brother Zachary, can you fey in your 
confeience,- as how it is decent to be learning to dance, * 
when you ha' alntoft loft the ufe of your legs? 

Z. Fun. Loft the ufe of my legs! to fee £ut the raa- r 
lice of men! 1 Do but ax Mrs Mechlin ; now, Ma'anv 
does not Mrs Dukes fay, that, considering my time, I v 
have made a wonderful progrefs? 
' L Fun. Your time, brother Zac? 

Z. Fun. Ay, my time, brother Ifeac* WKy> VtataP 
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been at it paffing a couple of months; and we have at 
our fchool two aldermen and a ferjeant at law, that were 
full half a year before they could get out of hand. 
Mrs Meek. Very true, Sir. 

Z. Fun. There now, Mrs Mechlin can vouch it. And 
pray, Ma'am, does not maftcr allow, that, of my age, I 
am the moft hopeful fcholar he has? 

Mrs Meek. I can't but fay, Mr Ifaac, that the 
"fquire has made a moft prodigious improvement. 

Z. Fun* Do you hear that? I with we had but a kit, 
I would (how you what I could do : one, two, three, 
ha. One, two, three, ha. There are rifings and fink- 
ing*! 

Mrs Meek* Ay, marry, as light as a cork. 
Z. Fm. A 'n't it! Why, before next winter is over, 
he fays he'll fit me for dancing in public; and who knows 
but in Lent you may fee me amble at a ridotto with an ~ 
opera- finger 

Mrs Med* And I warrant he acquits himfclf aa wdl 
as the bed. 

/. Fun* Mercy on me ! and pray, brother, that thing 
like a fword in your hand, what may the ufe of that im- 
plement be? 

Z. Fun. This? oh, this is a foiL 
/. F*m. A foil? 

Z. Fun. Ay, a little inftrument, by which we wh* 
are gentlemen are initru&ed to kill one another. 

J. Fun. To kill! Marry, heaven forbid; Iiiopcyoa 
have no fuch bloody intentions. Why, brother Zac. you 
was ufed to be a peaceable man. 

Z. Fun. Ay, that was when I was a paltry mechanic, 
and afraid of the law: but now I am another-^uefs pear* 
fon ; I have been in camps, cantoons, and intrenchmentsg 
I have marched over bridges and breaches ; I have (een 
the Ezel and Wezell; I'm got as rich as a Jew; and if 
any man dares to affront me, I'll let him know that my 
trade has been fighting. 

/. Fun. Rich as a Jew! Ah, Zac, Zac! but if you 
had not had another-guefs trtde than fighting, I doubt 
whether yon would have returned altogether fo rich: hot. 
now you have got all this wealth, why not fit down and 
enjoy it in quiet? 
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Z. Fun. Hark ye, Ifaac, do you purjtend to know 
life? are you acquainted with the beaux d'efprits of the? 

/. Fun. I don't underftand you. 
Z. Fun* No, I believe not j then how mould you know 
what belongs to gentility? 

/. Fun. And why not as well as you, brother Zae? V 
hope I am every whit as well born. 

Z. Fun. Ay, Ifaac, but the breeding is all: confide* 
I have been a gentleman above five years and three quar- 
ters, and I think mould know 'a little what belongs to 
thebufinefs; hey, Mrs Mechlin? 

Mrs Mtcb. Very true, Sir. J 

Z. Fun. And as to this foil, do you know, lfaac» itf 
what the art -of' fencing confifts? 
/. Fun. How mould I ? 

Z. Fun* Why, it is mort ; there ire but two rule*: 
the firft is, to give your antagaaift as many theufts a* 
you can ; the feoofid, to be careful and receive none! 
youriclf. 

/. ^W-But how is this to be doae? 

Z. Fun, Oh, eafy -enough : for, do you lee, tf yaxt can? 

but divert your adverfary's point from the line of you* 

body, it is impoflible he ever (hould hit you; and a& this 

is done by a little torn of the wrift, either this way, or 

that way. But I'll (how you t Jobs, bring me a Mti 

Mrs Mechlin, it will be worth your obfemngi Here, 

brother Ifaac ■■ {Offtn him a fiiU 

/. Fu*. Net L • 

Z. Fun. Thefe bourgeis are fo frightful. Mrs Meek* 

lio, will you, Ma'am, do me the favour to puih at me a 

little i Mind, brother, when (he thrufts at me in carte, 

I da fo| aad when (he pufhes io tierce, I do fo; and by 

this means a man is fure to avoid being kilted. But if 

may not fee amife, ^brother Ifaac, to give you the pro- 

frefs ef a regular quarrel ; and then you will fee what 

K>rt of a thing a gentleman is. Now I have been told* 

d'ye fee, brother Ifaac, by a friend who has a regard for 

my honour, that Captain Jenkins, or Hopkins, or Wil* 

kins, or what captain you pkafe, has in public company 

eall'd mt a cuckold—— r 
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/• Fun. A cuckold ? But how can that be ? becaufe 
why, brother Zac, you ben't married. 

Z Fun. But as I am juffc going to be marry'd, thai 
may very well happen, you know. 

Mrs Mech. True. 

Z. Fun. Yes, yes, the thing is natural enough. Welly 
tbe captain has faid, 1 am a cuckold. Upon which, the 
firft time I fet eyes on Captain Wilkins, either at Vans-, 
hall or at Ranelagh, I accofl him in a courteous, gen* 
teel-like manner. 

/. Fun. And that's more than he merits. 

Z. Fun. Your patience, dear Ifaac in a courte- 
ous, gentleman-like manner; Captain Hopkins, your 
ffcrvant. 

/• Fun. Why, you calPd him but now Captain Wll-r 
kins. 

Z. Fun. P/ha ! you blockhead, I tell you the name 

does not figaify nothing Your fervant; mall I crave 

your ear for a moment? The Captain politely replica* 
Your commands, good Mr Fungus ? Then we walk 6dc 
by fide— come here, Mrs Mechlin. — {They nualk up mud 
jtVuw] for fomc time as civil as can be. Mind, brother 
Ifaac. 

/. Fun. I do, I do. 

2- Fun. Hey! no, t'other fide, Mrs Mechlin 

that r s right 1 hear, Captain Wilkins, 

/. Fun. I knew it was Wilkins- 

Z- Fun. Zounds! IfaacJ be quiet— Wilkins, that yoa 
have taken fome liberties about and concerning of me f 
which, damme, I don't underftand — 

/. Fun. Don't fwear, brother Zachary. 
4 Z. Fun. Did ever mortal hear the like of this fellow! 

/• Fun. But you are grown fuch a reprobate fince yoa 
went to the wars— 

. Z. Fun. Mrs Mechlin, flop the tongue of that block- 
head ; why, dunce, I am fpeaking by rale, and Mrs 
Mechlin can tell you that duels and damme's go always, 
together. 

Mrs Mech. Oh, always. 

Z. Fun. Which, damme, I don't underftand. Liber- 
ties with you, cries the Captain ; where, when, and in 
fjrhat manner? Laft Friday night, in company at the St 

Alban't, 
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Alban't, you cali'd me a buck j ami moreover (aid, that 
my horns were exalted. Now, 6ir, I know very well 
what was your meaning by that, -and therefore demand 
fatisfa&ion. That, Sir, is what I never deny to a gen* 
tleraan; but as to you, Mr Fungus, 1 can't confent to 
give you that rank* How, Sir! do you deny my gen* 
tility ? Oh, that affront muft be anfwercd this inltant— * 
Draw, Sir. Now pu(h, Mrs Mechlin. [They fence.] 
There I parry tierce, there I parry carte, there 1 parry 
Hold, hold, have a care, zooks! Mrs Mechlin. 

L Fatu Ha, ha, ha! I think you have met with your 
match ; well pufh'd, Mrs Mechlin. 

Z. Fun. Ay, but inftead of pufhing in tierce, me pufh- 
ed me in carte, and came fo thick with her thrufls, that 
it was not in nature to parry them. 

/. Fun. Well, well) I am fully convine'd of your /kill \ 
but I tliink, brother Zac* you hinted an intention of 
marrying; is that your defigni 

Z. Fun. Undoubtedly. 

/. Fun. And when? 

Z. Fun K Why, -this evening. 

/. Fun. So fudden! and pray, is it a fecret; to whomt 

Z. Fun. A fecret, no ; 1 am proud of the match ; (he 
brings me all that I want, her veins full of good blood) 
(uch a family! 4bch*n alliance! zooks, (he has a pedi- 
gree as long as the Mall, brother Ifaac, with large trees 
on each fide, and all the boughs loaded with lords. 

/. Fun. But has tl« lady no name ? 

Z. Fun. Name! ay, fuch a name, Lord) we have no- 
thing like it in London: none of your ftunded little 
dwarliih words of one fyllabk ; your Watts, and your 
Potts, and your Trotts; this rumbles through the throat 
like a -cart with broad wheels. Mrs Mechlin, you can 
pronounce it better than me. 

Mrj Mexb. Lady Saehariffa Mackirkincroft. 

Z. Fun. Kirkincroft! there are a mouthful of fyllables 
for you. Lineally defcended from Hercules Alexander 
Charlemagne Hannibal, earl of Glcndowcr, prime mint*- 
iter to king Malcolm the firft. 

/. Fun. And are aH the parties agreed? 

■ Z. Fun. 1 can't fay quite all ; for the right honour* 
•able peer that is to be my papa, (who by the bye is as' 
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}>roud as the devil) has flatly renounced the alliance; calls 
hie here in his letter Plebeian ; and fays, if we have any 
children, they will turn out very little better than pye* 
balls. 

■ /. Fun. And what does the gentlewoman fay? 
. Z. Fun. The gentlewoman! Oh, the gentlewoman* 
who (between ourfelves) is pretty near as high as her 
father ; but, however, my perfon has prov'd too hard 
for her pride, and I take the affair to be as good ascoft* 
* eluded. 

/. Fun, It is rdbtvM? 

Z Fun. Fix'd. 

/. Fiin. I am forry for ft. 
. % Z. Fun. Why fo? come, come, brother Ifaac, don*t 
r>e uneafy, I have a Threwd guefs at your grievance ; but 
though you may not be fuffer'd to fee lady Scracariffa 
fit firft, yet who knows before long I may have rntercft 
rnough with her to bring it about ; and ill the mean time 
you may dine when you m ill with the ftewarcL 

/. Fun. You are exceedingly kind. 

Z. Fun. Mrs Mechlin, you don*t think my lady will 
gainfay it ? 

Mrs Mech. By no means'} it is wonderful* confider* 

ing her rank, how mild and condescending (he is: why* 

laut yefterday, fays her iadyfhip to me, Though, Mrs 

Mechlin, it can't be fujpjKfc'd that I fbou'd admit any of 

- the Fungus family into my jjrefencc— 

Z. Fun. No, no* to be fure^ not at firft* as 1 faid. 

Mrs Mech. Yet his brother, or any ottrer relation, may 
"dine with the ferVanls every day. 

Z. Fun. Do you hear,. Ifaac? there** youfr true, inhe* 
lent nobility, fo humble and affable : but people of real 
Yank never have any pride ; that h only lor upftarta. % 

/. Fun. Wondemdly gracious; but here, brother Zacj 
you miftake the; it is not lor myfclf I am forry. 

Z. Fun. Whom then ? 

I. Tun. For Von. Don't you think that ybur wift 
fcrill defplfe you ? 

Z. Fun. No. 

/. Fun. Can you fuppofe that you. will lite togther i 
Inonth ? 

<& Fun. Ye*. 

1 /• 
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/. Fun. Why, can you bear to walk about your own 
tafe like a paltry dependent? 

Z. Fun. No. 

/. Fun. To have yourfclf and your orders contemnM 
jyyour fervants? 

Z.&un. No. 

/. Fun. Tq fee your property devour'd by your lady't 
ttggarly coufins, who, notwithstanding, won't vouch- 
are you a nod? 

Z. Fun. No. 

/• Fun. Can you be blind at her bidding, run at her 
ending, come at her calling, dine by yourfclf when fiie 
tas bettermoft company, and fleep fix nights a-weck m 
he garret? 

Z.FUn. No. 

L Fun. Why, will you dare to difobey, have the im- 
radence to difpute the fbvereign will and pleafure of a 
adylike her? 

Z. Fun. Ay, marry will I. * 

/. Fun. And don't you expeft a whole clan of An- 
Irew Ferraros, with their naked points at your throat ? 

Z. Fun. No. 

/. Fun. Then you don't know half yon will have to 
50 through. 

Z. Fun. Look you, brother, I know what you wouVl 
be at; you don't mean I fliou'd marry at all. 

/. Fun. Indeed, brother Zachary, you wrong me; I 
fhou'd with pleafure fee you equally match'd, that is, to 
doe of your own rank and condition. 

Z. Fun. You wou'd ? I don't doubt it* but that is a 
pleafure you never will have. Look you, Ifaac. I have 
made up my mind; it is a lady I like, and a lady I will 
have ; and if you fay any more, Pll not be contented 
with that, for damme I'll marry a duchefs. 

Enter La Fleur. 
La Fleur. Le Mattre pour donner d* eloquence. 
Z. Fun. What does the puppy fay, Mrs Mechlin? for 
you know I can't parler vous. 
Mr* Mech. The gentleman from the city, that is to 

sake you a fpeaker. 

Z. Fun. Odzooks ! a fpecial fine fellow ; let's have 
urn. 

Vot. iy. G Mrs 



/ 
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Mrs Meeh. Fakes le cntra* \Rxit La Fltur. 

/. Fun. Brother, as you are bufy, 1 will take ano- 
ther 

Z. Auk. No, no, this is the fineft fellow of all, it is 
he that is to make me a man ; and hark ye, brother* if 
I mould chance to rife in the ftate, no more wotdt, your 
Vifinefs is done. 

/• Fun. What, I reckon fome member of parluuncnt? 

Z. Fun. A member ! Lord help you, brother Ifaac, 
this man is a whole fenate himfelf. Why, k is the famous 
oratiooer that has publifh'd the book. 

/. Fun. What, Mr Gruel. 
*.2L Fum. The fame 

J. Fun. Yes, I have feen his name in the news. 

Z Fun. His knowledge is wonderful; he has told me 
Such fecrets: why, do you know, liaac, by what means 
hi* we fpeak? 

/. Fun. Speak ! why we fpeak with our mouths* 
*£. Fun. No, we don't. 

/. Fun. No! 

Z. Fun. No. He fays we fpeak by means of the 
tongue, the teeth, and the throat ; and without them 
we only fhould bellow. 

/. Fun. But furely the mouth—- 
. . Z. Fun. The mouth, I tell you, is little or nothing? 
•enly juft a cavity for the air to pais through. 

/. Fun. Indeed! 

Z. Fun That's all; and when the cavity's finally little 
founds will come out ; when large, the great ones pro- 
ceed ; obferve now in whittling and bawling— £ WhiftUs 
and bawls ]— Do you fee I Oh, he is a miraculous; 
van! 

/. Fun. But of what ufe is all this? 

Z. Fun. But 'tis knowledge, an't it ; and of what 
fignification is that, you fool ! And then as to ufe, why 
he can make me fpeak in any manner he pleafes ; as a 
lawyer, a merchant, a country gentleman; whatever the 
fubjedt requires — But here he is. 

Enter Mr Gruel. 
Mr Gruel, your fervant j I have been holding forth ife 
your praife 

Cruel. I make no doubt; Mr Fungus \ but to you* 

-decla* 
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declamation, or recitation (as Quintilian more properly 
terms it), I (hall be indebted for much future praife, in 
as much a* the reputation of the fcholar does (as I may 
fay) confer, or rather » it were reflect, a marvellous kind 
of luftre on the fame of the mafter himfelf. 

Z. Fun. There, Ifaac ! didft ever hear the like ? he 
talks juft as if it were all out of a book ; what wou'd 
you give to be able to utter fuch words ? 

/. Fun. And what (hou'd I do with them ? them ho- 
liday-term* wou'd not pafs in my mop ; there's no buy- 
ing and felling with them; 

Gruel. Your obfervation is pithy and pertinent. Dif- 
ferent ftations different idioms demand ; polimed periods? 
accord ill with the mouths of mechanics ; but as that 
tribe is permitted to circulate a bafer kind of coin, for 
the eafe and convenience of inferior traffic, fo it is in- 
dulged with a vernacular or vitious vulgar phrafeo- 
logy, to carry on their interlocutory commerce. But I 
doubt, Sir, I foar above the region of your comprehen- 
sion? 

/. Fun. Why, if you wou'd come down a ftep or two* 
I can't fay but I {hou'd underftand you the better. 

Z. Fun. And I too. 

Gruel. Then to the familiar I fall: if the gentleman 
has any ambition to fhine at a veftry, a common-hall, or 
even a convivial club, I can fupply him with ample ma- 
terials. 

/. Fun. No, I have no fuch deiire. 

Gruel. Not to lofe time ; your brother here, (for fuch 
I find the gentleman is), in other refpc&s a common 
man like yourfelf 

Z. Fun. No better. 

Gruel. Obferve how altered by means of my art: are 
you prepar'd in the fpeech on the great importance of 
trade? 

Z. Fun* Eretty well, I believe. 

Gruel. Let your gefliculations be chafte, and your 
mufcular movements confident. 

Z. Fun. Never fear \Enter Jenny, and whifptr* 

Mrs Mechlin. \ 
Mrs Mechlin, you'll flay? 

G a Mn 
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Mrs Meek. A little bufinefs,- I'll return in an iniaat/ 

{Exit Mrs Mechlin. 

Grttcl. A little here to the left, if you ,pleafe, Sir* 
there you will only catch his profile— that's right-— now 
you will have the full force of his face; one, two, three; 
now off yeu go. 

Z. Fun* When I confider the vaffc importance of this 
day's debate; when I revolve the various viciffitudes that 
this foil has. fuflain'd ; when I ponder what our painted 
progenitors were, and what we their civilized fuccef- 
ibrs are ; when I reflect, that they fed on crab-apple* 
and chefnuts 

Gruel. Pignuts, good Sir, if you pleafe. - 

Z. Fun. You are right ; crab-apples and pig-nuts ; 
and that we feaft on green-peafe, and on cuftards: when 
I trace ia the recording hiilorical page, that their flood* 
gave them nothing but frogs, and now know we have fifh 
by land-carriage, I am loft in amazement at the prodi- 
gious power of commerce. Hail, Commerce! daughter of 
mdultry, confort to credit, parent of opulence, full fitter 
to liberty, and great-grandmother to the art of naviga- 
tion— 

/. Fun* Why, this gentlewoman has a pedigree as long 
as your wife's, brother Zac. 

Z. Fun. Prithee, lfaac, be quiet-— art of navigation 

— ■ a — a — vigation Zooks, that fellow has put mc 

quite out. 

Gruel. It matters not; this day's performance Juuv 
largely fulfilPd your yeflerday's promife. 

Z. Fun. But I han't half done, the befl is to come ; 
let me jufl give him that part about turnpegs— for the 
Houghs, the mires, the ruts, the impaflable bogs, that 
the languid but generous fteed travelled through ; he 
now pricks up his ears, he neighs, he canters, he capers 
through a whole region of turnpegs. 

Enter Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs Mech. Your riding-mafter is below. 

Z. Fun. Gadfo ! then here we muft end. You'll par- 
don me, good Mr Gruel ; for as I want to be a rimmed 
gentleman as foon as I can, it is impofiible for me to 
itick long to any one thing. 

Gruel. Sir, though your exit is rather abrupt, yet the 

mul- 
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multiplicity of your avocations do (as I may fay) in 
feme meafure cicatrize the otherwife mortal wound oil 
this occaiion fuftained by decorum. 

Z. Fun* Cicatrife ! I could hear him all day. He ia 
a wonderful man. Well, Mr Gruel, to-morrow we will . 
at k again. 

Gruel. You will find me prompt at your flighteft to* 
Stion. 

Z~ Fun. I with, brother Ifaac, I could have ftaid % 
you mould hafe heard me oration away, like a lawyer, 
about pleadings and prefidents; but all in good time.—* 

[Exit Fungus* 

Mrs Meek* This gentleman. Sir, win gain you tad 
credit. 

Gruel. Yes, Ma'am, the capabilitie»of the gentlenumv 
I cdnfefs, are enormous; and, as to you I am indebted 
for this protnifing pupil, you will permit me to expunge 
the obligation by an inftantaneous and gratis le&ure oa 
that fpecies of eloquence peculiar to ladies. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, Sir, I hare no fort of occaiion— 

Gruel. As to that biped, man, (for fuch I define hiar> 
to be y, a male or mafculine manner belongs— 

Mrs Mech. Any other time, good Mr Gruel. 

Gruel. So to that biped woman, me participating of: 
bis general nature, the word homo in Latin being pro* 
mifcuoufly ufed as woman or man— 

Mrs Mech. For heaven's fake — 

GrueL- But being caft in a more tender and delicate 
mold-—- 

Mrs Mech. Sir, I have twenty people in waiting-^ 

Gruel. The foft, fupple, infinuating graces — 

Mrs Mech. I muft infift 

Gruel. Do appertain (as I may fay) in a more pecu*- 
or more particular manner— 

Mrs Mech. Nay, then ■ 

Gruel. Her rank in the order of entities— 

Mrs Mech. I muft thruft you out of my houfe. 

Gruel. Not calling her forth ■ 

Mrs Mech. Was there ercr fuch a — [puflring him oufi* 

Re-enter Gruel. 

Gruel. To thofe eminent, hazardous, and (as I may 
fcy) perilous conflict, which fo often— 

C l Mrt 
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Mrs Meek. Get down ftairs, and be hang'd to you. 

^Pufhes him out.'} There he goes, as I live, from the top 

to the bottom ; I hope I han't done him a mifchief : 

You ar'n't hurt, Mr Gruel ? — No, all's fafe ; I hear him 

. going on with his fpeech ; an impertinent puppy ! 

/. Fun. Impertinent, indeed ; I wonder all thofe people 
don't turn your head; Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs Mecb. Oh, I am pretty well us'd to 'em. But 
who comes here ? Mr Ifaac, if you will Hep into, the 
pext room, I have fomething to communicate that wett 
iefervea vour attention. [£*// Ifaac Fungus* 

Enter Simon. 

Sim. Do&or Catgut at the foot of the flairs*. 

Mrs Mechl The devil he is ! What can have brought 
him at this time of day ? Watch, Simon* that nobody 
comes up whilft he is here. \Exit Simon.] I hope he 
feas not heard of the pretty prefent we fen t him to-day*. 

Enter Dr Catgut. 

DrCat. Madam Mechlin, your humble. I have, 
Ma'am* received a couple of compliments from your 
vanflon this morning; one I find from a lodger of 
your's; the other, Iprefume, from your niece ; but for the 
laft, I rather fuppofe I am indebted to you. 

Mrs Meek* Me I Indeed, Doctor, you are widely mi- 
ftaken; I allure you, Sir, fince your buiinefs broke ouV 
X have never Jet eyes of her once* 

Dr Cat. Then I am falfely informed* 

Mrs Mecb. But after all, you mud own it is but what 
you deferve ; I wonder, Doctor, you don't leave off 
thefe tricks. 

Dr Cat. Why, what can I do, Mrs Mechlin ? my 
conftitution requires it. 

Mrs Mech* Indeed ! I mould not have thought it* 

Dr Cat. Then the dear little devils ace fo defperately 
fond. 

Mrs Mecb. Without doubt. 

Dr Cat. And for frolic, flirtation, diligence, drefsy 
and addrefs— — 

Mrs Mecb. To be fure» 

Dr Cat. For what you call genuine gallantry, few 
fn.en, I flatter royfelf, will be found that can nfttch <me» 

Mrs Mecb* Oh,, that's a point given up. 
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Dr C it. Hark ye, Molly Mechlin ; let me perifti, 
child, you look divinely to-day. 

Mrs Mech. Indeed! 

Dr Cat. But that I have two or three affairs on my " 
hands, I would be pofitively tempted to trifle with thee 
a little. 

Mrs Mecb. Ay, but, Doctor, confider I am not of a 
trifling age, it would be only lofing your time. 

Dr Cat. Ha, fo coy ! But a-propos, Molly, this 
lodger of your's ; wbo is he, and what does he want ? 

Mrs Mecb. You have heard of the great Mr Fungus ? 

DrCat. Well! 

Mrs Mecb* Being informed of your {kill and abilities, 
lie has fent for you to teach him to fing. 

Dr Cat. Me. teach him to fing! What, does the 
fcoundrel mean to affront me ? 

Mrs. Mecb* Affront you! 

Dr Cat. Why, don't you know, child, that I quit*; 
ted that paltry profeffion I 

Mrs Mecb. Not I. 

Dr Cat. Oh, entirely renouncM it. 

Mrs Mecb. Then what may you follow at prefent ? 

Dr Cat. Me! — nothing; 1 am a poet, my dear. 

Mrs Mecb. A poet ! 

Dr Cat. A poet. The mufes ; you know I was ak 
ways fond of the ladies : I fuppofe you have heard of 
Shakefpeare, and Shadwell, of Tom Brown, and of 
Mikon and Hudibras ? 

Mrs Mecb. I have. 

Dr Cat. I (hall blaft all their laurels, by gad; I have 
juft given the public a tafte, but there's a belly-full for 
them in my larder at home. 

Mrs Mecb, Upon my word, you furprife me ; but 
pray, is poetry a trade to be learn'd ? 

Dr Cat. Doubtlefs. Capital a* I am, I have not ac- 
quired it above a couple of years. 

Mrs Meet* And cou'd you communicate your art to 
another ? 

Dr Cat. To be fure. Why I have here in my poc- 
ket, my dear, a whole folio of rhimes, from Z quite to 
great A. Let us fee ; A, ay, here it begins, A,, ait, 
gals, grati. mais, Jafsj and fo quite ting* the alphabet 
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down to Z. Zounds, grounds, mounds, pounds, hounds* 
Mrs Mech. And what do you do with thofc rhimes \ 
Dr Cat. Oh, we fupply them. 
■ Mrs Mtch. Supply them? 

Dr Cat. Ay, fill them up, as I will (how you* . La& 
week, in a ramble to Dulwich, I made thefe rhimes in* 
to a duet for a new comic opera I have on the ftocks. 
Mind, for I look upon- the words as a. model, for that 
fort of writing.— Firft, Jhe : 

There to fee the fluggiih afs, 
Through the meadows as we pafs, 
Eating up the farmer's grafs, 
Blyth and merry, by the mate,. 
As a lively country lafa.. 
. jlfjrx Mecb. Very pretty. 
Dr Cat. AVt it ? Then be replies : 

Hear the farmer cry out, Zounds !' 
Al8 he trudges through the grounds*. 
Yonder beaft has broke my mounds.; 
K the parifh has no pounds, 
Kill, and give him to the hounds. 
Then Da Capo, both join in repeating the laft ftanza $• 
and this, tack'd to a tolerable tune, will run you for a. 
couple of months. You obferve ? 

Mrs Mecb. Clearly. As. our gentleman is defirou*. tov 
learn all kinds of things, I. can't help thinking but he 
will take a fancy to this. 

Dr Cat. In that cafe, he may command me, my dear;, 
and I promife you, in a couple of months, he fkatt know: 
as much of the matter as- I do. 

Mrs Mecb* At prefent he is a little engaged; but as 
foon as the honey- moon is ove r ■ «■ 

Dr Cat. Honey-moon*! Why, is he going to be 
marry'd ? 
• Mrs Medh This CTening, I fancy. 

Dr Cat* The fineft opportunity in nature for an xn-tfo* 
4u&ion : I have by me, Ma'am Mechlin, of my own cem*- 
pofition, fuch an epithalmium. 
- Mrs Meek. Thalmium, what's that ? 

Dr Cat. A kind of an elegy, that we poets compofe 
at the foleranisation of weddings* 
Mrs M«h. Gh, kg j 
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fir Cat It is fct to mufie already, fijr I fttll compoft 
for myfclf. 

Mrs Mech. You do ? 

fir Cat. What think you now of providing a bandy 
and ferenading the 'Squire to-night ! It will be a pretty 
extempore compliment. 

Mrs MecL The prettieft thought in the world. But 
I hear Mr Fungus's bell. You'll excufe me> dear Doc- 
tor, you may fuppofe we are bafy. 

Dr Cat. No apology then, 1*11 about it this inftant. 

Mrs Mech. As foon as you pleafe. — Any thing to get 
you out of the way. [rffide, and '*#•' 

fir Cat, Your obfequious, good Madam MeehKn. 
But, notwithstanding all your fine fpeeches, I fhrewdly 
fufpe& my blefled bargain at home was a prefent from 

you ; and what fhall I do with it ? Thefe little em- 

barraflef we men of intrigue are eternally fubjcft to. 
There will be no fending it buck ; (he will never let it 
enter the houfe. — Hey ! gad, a lucky thought is coirfe 
into my head —this ferenade is finely contrived- 
Madam Mechlin fhall have her confin again, for I wilt 
return her bye -blow in the body of a double bafe-viol ; 
fa the bawd (ball have a concert as well as the 'Squire.-— 

[Exit Dr Catguts* 

ACT HI. 

Enter Harpy, Young Loyei't, and JfiNHr. 

Harpy. 

TELL your miftrefs my name is Harpy ; (he knows 
me, and how precious my time is. 
*Jen. Mr Harpy, the attorney of Furnival's Inn ? 
Har. The fame. [Exit Jenny.] * Ay, ay, young 

* gentleman, this is your woman ; I warrant your bufi- 

* nefs is done. You knew Kitty Williams, that marry'd 
1 Mr Abednigo Potiphar the Jew broker? • 

*■ T. JLov. I did. 

*• Har. And Robin Rainbow, the happy hufband^of 
the widow Champanfy, from the iile of St Kitts?. 

* 7*» Lev* I have feen him. 

• Har. All owing to her. Her fuccefs in that branch 

% tit 
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* of bufinefs is wonderful ! Why, I dare believe, fince 

* laft fummer, me has not fent off lefs than forty coupk 
c to Edinburgh. 

* Y. Lov. Indeed ! She muft be very adroit. 

* Har. Adroit ! You (hall judge. I will tell you a 
' cafe : you know the large biick-houfc at Peckhaxn* 

* with a turret at top ? 

« T+ Lev. WelL 

' Har. 'Jliere liv'd Mift Cicely Mite, the only daugh- 

* ter of old Mite the cheefemonger, at the. corner of 

* Newgate- ftreet, juft turn'd of fourteen, and under the 

* wing of an old maiden aunt as watchful as a dragoa 
' —but hum — I hear Mrs Mechlin, I'll take another 
< feafon to finifti my tale.' 

Y. Lev. But, Mr Harpy, as thefe kind of women, 
are a good deal given to gofliping, I wou'd rather my 
real name was a fecret till there is a fort of necefSty. 

Har. Goffiping ! She, Lord help you, the is as clafc 
a* a Catholic confeflbr. 

. Y. Lov. That may be ; but Vou muft give mc leave to 
iifift. 

Har. Well, well, as you pleafe. 

Enttr Mrs Mechlin. 
Your Tery humble fervant, good Madam Mechlin; I. 
have taken the liberty to introduce a young gentleman, $ 
friend of mine, to crave your a&ftance. 

Mrs Mech. Any friend of yours, Mr Harpy ; won't 
you be feated. Sir? 

Y> Lov. Ma'am ? \YheyJit denun. 

Mrs Mech. And pray, Sir, how can I ferve you ? 

Har. Why, Ma'am, the gentleman's fituation is— 
but, Sir, you had better ftate your cafe to Mrs Mechlin- 
yourfelf. 

* Y. Lov. Why, you are to knowy Ma'am, that I am 
juft cfcap'd from the univerfity, where (I need not tcft 
you) you are greatly efteem'd. 

Mrs Mech. Very obliging ! I muft own, Sir, I have 
had a very great refpecl for that learned body ever 
fince they made a near and dear friend of mine a do&or 
•f mufic, 

X. Lov* Yea, Ma'am, I remember the gentleman. 

Mr* 
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Mrs Mech* Do you know him, Sir ? I expe& hhd 
here every minute to mftrud a lodger of mine. 

Y. Lov* Not intimately- Juft arriv'd, but kft night % 
upon my coming to town, I found my father deceased, and 
all his fortune devis'd to his relift my mother. ; 

Mrs Meek. What, the whole ! \ 

Y. Lov. Every (hilling. That is, for her life. 

Mrs MecL And to what fum may it amount ? 

Y. Lov* My mother is eternally telling me, that afte* 
her I mall inherit fifty or fixty thoufand at leaft. 

Mrs Mccb. Upon my word, a capital fum. 

Y* Lov* But of what ufe, my dear Mrs Mechlin, 
fence me xefufes to advance me a guinea upon the cre- 
dit of it ; and while the grafs grows— —You know the 
proverb 

Mrs Mech. What, I fuppofe, you want fomething for 
prefent fubfiftence ? 

Y. Lov. Juft my fituation. 

Mrs Mech. Have you thought of nothing for your- 
fclf? 

Y. Lov. I am refolved to be guided by you. 

Mrs Mtch. What do you think of a wife ? 

T. Lov. A wife 1 

Mrs Mech. Come, come, don't defpife my advice : 
when a young mart's finances are low, a wife is a much 
better refource than a ufurer ; and there are in this town 
a number of kind-hearted widows, that take a pleafure 
in repairing the injuries done by fortune to handfome 
young fellows. 

Har. Mrs Mechlin has reafon. 

Y* Lov. But, dear Ma'am, what can I 'do with a 
wife? 

Mrs Mech. Do! Why, like other young fellows 
who marry ladies a little ftricken in years ; make her 
your banker and fteward. If you fay but the word, be- 
fore night, I'll give you a widow with two thoufand a 
year in her pocket. 

Y. Lov. Two thoufand a-year ! a pretty employment, 
if the refidence cou'd but be difpens'd with. 

Mrs Mech What do you mean by refidence ? Do you 
think a gentleman, like a pitiful trader, is to be eter- 
nally taci'd to hi* wife's petticoat; when (he is in 
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town; be you in the country; as (he (hifts do you 
fliift. Why, you need not be with her above thirty 
days in the year ; and, let me tell you, you won't find a 
more eafy condition ; twelve montna fubfiftence for one 
month's labour ! 

T. Lov. Two thoufand a-year, you are fure ? 

Mrs Mech. The lead penny. 

T. Lov. Well, Madam, you (hall difpofe of me juft 
48 you pleafe. 

Mrs Mech. Very well ; if you will call in half an hour 
at fartheft, I believe we (hall finifh the bufinefs. 

Y. Lov. In half an hour ? 

Mrs Mech. Precisely. Oh, difpatch is the very life 
and foul of my trade. Mr Harpy will tell you my terms ; 
you will find them reafonable enough. 

Har. Oh, I am fure we (hall have no difpute about 
thofc. 

Y. Lov. No, no. [GwVi£.] 

Mrs Mech, Oh, but Mr Harpy, it .may be proper 
to mention that the gentlewoman, the party, is .upwards 
of fixty. 

Y. Lov. With all my heart ; it is the purfe, not the 
perfon, I want ! Sixty ! (he is quite a girl \ I wi(h with 
all my foul (he was ninety. 

Mrs Mech. Get you gone, you are a devil, I fee that, 

Y. Lov. Well, for half an hour, fweet Mrs Mechlin, 
adieu. ' [Exeunt Young Loveit and Harpy. 

Mrs Mech. Soh ! I have provided for my dowager 
from Devonfhire-fquare; and now to cater for my com- 
miiTary. Here he comes. 

Enter Fungus tfWBridoun. 

Fun. So, in fix weeks Oh, Mrs Mechlin, any 

aews from 'the lady ? 

Mrs Mech. I expect her here every moment. She is 
confcious that in this Hep (he defcends from her dignity-; 
but being dcfirous to fcreen you from the fury of her 
noble relations, (lie is determined to let them fee that the 
a& and deed is entirely her own. 

Fung. Very kind, very obliging, indeed! But, Mrs 
Mechlin, as the family is fo furious, I reckon we (hall 
©ever be reconciPd. 

Mn Mech. I don't know that* When you have 

bought 
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bought conttniffioDS for her three younger brothers, dif- 
dharged the mortgage on the paternal eitate, and portion* 
ed off eight or nine of her fillers, it is not impoffiblc but 
my lord may be prevailed on to fuffcr your name - 
Fun. Do you think fo? 

Mrs Mecb. But then a work of time, Mr Fungus. 
Fun. Ay, ay 5 1 know very well, things of that kind 
are not brought about in a hurry. 

Mrs Mecb. But I mull prepare matters for the lady's 
reception. 

Fun. By all means. The jewels arc fent to her lady- 
fliip? 

Mrs Mecb. To be fure. 

Fun. And the ring for her lady/hip, and her lady- 
/hip's licence ? 

Mrs Mecb. Ay, ay, and her ladyfhip's parfon too % 
all are prepar'd. 

Fun. Parfon 1 why, won't her ladyfhip pleafe to be 
marry'dat Fowl's ? 

Mrs Mecb. Lord, Mr Fungus, do you think a lady 
of her rank and condition would bear to be feen in pub- 
Ik at once with a perfon like you ? 

Fun. That's true* I 

Mrs Mecb. No, no j I have fent to Dr Tickletext, 
and the bufinefs will be done in the parlour below. 

Fun. As you and her ladymip pleafes, good Mrs 
Mechlin. 

Mrs Mecb. You wifi get drefs'd as foon as you can* 
Fun. I (hall only take a fhort leffon from Mr Bridoun, 
•and then wait her ladyfhip's pleasure. Mrs Mechlin, 
may my brother be by ? 

Mrs Mecb. Ay, ay, provided his being fo is kept a 
fecret from her. 

Fun. Never fear. [Exit Mrs Mechlin.]- — Well, Mr 
Bridoun, and you think I am mended a little ? . 
Bridx A great deal. 

Fun. And that in a month or fix weeks I may be 
able to prance upon a long-taiPd horfe in Hyde-park, 
without any danger of falling ? 
Brid. Without doubt. 

Fun- It will be vail pleafaht, in the heat of the day, to 
canter along the KingVroad, fide bylfide with the la- 
Vot. IV, ^ H &^ 
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dies, in the thick of the dud ; but that I mull not hope 
for this fummer. / 

Brid. I don't know that, if you follow it clofe. 

Fun. Never fear, I fhan't be fparing of — But come, 

come, let us get to our bufincfs John, hare the car* 

penters brought home my new horfe ? ' [Enter John, 

John. It is here, Sir, upon the top of the flairs. 

Fun. Then fetch it in, in an inftant. [Exit John.] 
What a deal of time and trouble there goes, Mr Bridoun, 
to the making a gentleman* And do your gentlemen- 
born now (for I reckon you have had of all forts) take 
as much pains as we do ? 

Brid* To be fure ; but they begin at an earlier age. 

Fun. There is fomething in that; I did not know but 
they might be apter, more cuterer now in catching 
their laming. 

Brid. Difpofitions do certainly differ. 

Fun. Ay, ay, fomething in nater, I warrant ; as they 
fay the children of blackamoors will fwim as foon as 
they come into the world. 

[Enter fervants with a 'wooden horfe* 
Oh, here he is. Ods me 1 it is a (lately fine beaft. 

Brid* Here, my lads, place it here very well. 

Where's your fwitch, Mr Fungus ? 

Fun. 1 have it. 

Brid. Now let me fee you vault nimbly into your 
feat. Zounds 1 you are got on the wrong fide, Mr 
Fungus ? 

Fun. I am fo, indeed, but we'll foon reftify that. 
Now we are right : may I have leave to lay hold of the 
mane ? 

Brid. If you can't mount him without. 

Fun. I will try ; but this fteed is fo devilifli tall— Mr 
Bridoun,, you don't think he'll throw me ? 

Brid. Never fear. 

Fun. Well, if he fhou'd, he can't kick ; that'# one 
comfort, however. 

Brid* Now mind your pofition. 

Fun. Stay till 1 recover my wind* 

Brid. Let your head be erect. 

Fun, There. 

BriJk 
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Brid. And your fhoulders fall eafily back. 

Fun. Ho there. 

Brid, Your fwitch perpendicular in your right hand— 
your right— that is it : your left to the bridle. 

Fun. There. 

Brid. Your knees in, and your toes out. 

Fun, There. 

Brid. Are you ready ? 

Fun. When you will. 

Brid. Off you go. 

Fun. Don't let him gallop at firft. 

Brid. Very well: preferve your pofition. 

Fun* I warrant. 

Brid. Does he carry you eafy ? 

Fun. All the world like a cradle. But, Mr Bridoun, 
I go at a wonderful rate. 

Brid. fylind your knees. 

Fun. Ay, ay, I can't think but thisliere horfe Hand* 
ft.il! very near as fait as another can gallop. 

Brid. Mind your toes. 

Fun. Ho, flop the horfe : Zounds ! I'm out of the 

itirrups, I can't fit him no longer ; there I go. 

[Falls of. 

Brid. I hope you ar'n't hurt ? 

Fun. My left hip has a little confufion. 

Brid. A trifle, quite an accident ; it might happen 
to the very bell rider in England. 

Fun. Indeed! 

Brid. We have fuch things happen every day at the 
manege ; but you are vaflly improv'd. 

Fun. Why, I am grown bolder a little ; and, Mr 
Bridoun, when do you think I may venture to ride a 
live horfe ? 

Brid. The very inflant you arcable to keep your feat 

on a dead one. 

Enter Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs Mech. Blefs me, Mr Fungus, how you are tri- 
fling your time ! I expeft lady Sacharifla every moment, 
and fee what a trim you are in. 

Fun. I beg pardon, good Madam Mechlin. I'll be 
equipp'd in a couple of minutes; where will her ladyfhip 
pleafe to receive me ? 

Ha Mis 
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Mrs Mech. In this room, to be fure; come, ftir, 4uv 

Fung, I have had a little fall from my horfe-^111 jga 
a6 fail as I — Mr Bridoun, wift you lend me a lift ? 

[Exeunt Fungus and Bridpunv 

Mrs Mech. There Jenny, ftxow Mrs Loveit in 

kerc Who's there 

Enter Servants. 
Pray move that piece of lumber out of the way. Come, 
come, make haite. Madam, if you'll Hep in here for a 
moment. 

Enter Mrs Loveit. 

Mrs Lov. So, fo, Mrs Mechlin ; well, you fee I am, 
true to my time ; and how have you throve, my* good 
woman ? ; 

Mrs Mech. Beyond expectations. 

Mrs Lov. Indeed ! And have you provided a party? 

Mrs Mech. Ay, and fuch a party, you might fearch 
the town round before you cou'd meet with -his fellow t 
he'll fuit you in every refpect. 

Mrs Lov. As how, as how, my dear woman? , . . - 
- Mrs Mech* A gentleman by birth and by breedings 
none of your little whipper-fnapper. Jacks, bat ar cotqate^ 
nance as comely, and a prefence as portly y he. has, oner 
fault indeed, if you can but overlook that. 

Mrs Lov. What is it ? 

Mrs Meek. His age. , t 

Mrs Lov. Age ! how, how? 

Mrs Mech. Why, he is rather under your mark, I 
am afraid : not above twenty at moft. ... 

Mrs Lev. Well, well, fo he anfwers in "every thing' 
elfc, we muft overlook that ; for, Mrs Mechlin, there 
is no expecting perfection below. 

Mrs Mechl True, Ma'am. 

Mrs Lov. And where is he ? 

Mrs Mech. I look for him every minute ; if yoj 
frill but ftep into the drawing-room, I have given himv 
juch a picture, that I am fure he is full as impatient as 
you. 

Mrs Lov* My dear woman, you: are fo kind and ob- 
liging : but, Mrs Mechlin, how do I look ? don't flat- 
ter me, do you think my figure will ftrike him ? 

Mrs Mech. Or he mult be blind. 

Mrs 
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Mrs Lov* You may juft hint black don't become mr, 
that I am a little paler of late ; the lofs of a huiband one 
loves will caufe an alteration, you know. 

Mrs Mecb. True; oh, he will make an allowance for 
that. 
Mrs Lov. But thing* will come round in a trice. 

[Exit Mrs Loveft. 
Enter Simon. 
Sim. Madam, Mifs Dolly is dizen'd out, and every 
thing ready. 

Mrs Mecb. Let her wait for the commiflary here, I 
will introduce him the inftant he is drefs'd - 

[Exit Mrs Mechlin. 
Sim. Mifs Dolly, you may come in, your aunt wiii 
be here in an inftant. 

Enter Dolly and Jenny. 
' ZW. Hufh, Simon, hufh ; to your poft. 

Sim* I am gone ■ [Exit Simon. 

DoL Well, Jenny, and have I the true quality- air ? 
Jen* As perfectly, Ma'am, as if you had been bred 
to the bufinefs ; and for figure, I defy the firft of them 
til. For my part, I think Mr Fungus very well off ; 
when the fecret comes out, I don't fee what right he has 
to be angry. 

DoL Oh, when once he is noos'd, let him ftruggle 
as much as he will, the cord will be drawn only the 
tighter. 

Jen. Ay, ay, we may truft to your management. I 
hope, Mifs, I (hall have the honour to' follow your for* 
tunes ; there will be no bearing this houfe when once 
you have left it. 

DoL No, Jenny, it would be barbarous to rob my 
aunt of fo ufefjul a fecond ; befides, for miitrefs and maid, 
we rather know one another a little too-welL 

Jen. Indeed ! But here comes Mr Fungus ; remem- 
ber diftance and dignity r 
DoL I warrant you, wench. 

Jen, So, I fee what I have to hope* Our young filly 
feems to be fecure of her match : but I may joftle her 
the wrong fide the poft ; we will have a trial, however z. 
but I muft fee and find out the brother. 

H J Enter 
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Enter Z. Fungus, and Mrs Mechlin. 

Fung. Yes, fcarlet is vailly becoming, and takes very 
much with the ladies ; quite proper too, as I have been 
in the army. 

Mrs Mech. Stay where you are till you are announe'd 
to the lady. — Mr Fungus begs leave to throw himfelf at 
your ladyihip's feet. 

DoL The mon niay dra nigh* 
. Mrs Mech. Approach. 

Fun. One, two, three, ha ! Will that do ? 

Mrt Mech. Pretty well. 

Fun. May I begin to make love ? 

Mrs Mech. When you will. 

Fun. Now (land my friend, Mr Gruel. But fhe has 
fuch a deal of dignity, that fhe dafhes me quite* 

Mrs Mech. Courage. 

Fun, Here, hold the paper to prompt me in cafe I 
fhou'd (tumble — Madam, or, may it pleafe your Lady- 
fhip, when I preponderate the grandeur of yo ir high 
ginnyalogy, and the -mercantile meannefs-of my" dingy 
defcent ; when I confider that your anceftors, like ad- 
miral Anfon, fail'd all round the world in the ark ; and 
that it is a matter of doubt whether I ever had any 
forefathers or no ; I totter, I tremble, at the thought* 
•of my towering ambition— Ah — a, is not Phaeton 
next? 

Mrs Mech. Hey ! — [ Looking at the paper, ] No, Luna. 

Fun. Right, — Ambition — dignity how debas'd, di- 
ftance how great ! it is as if the link fhou'd demand as 
alliance with Luna, or the bufhy-bramble court the 
boughs of the flat el y Scotch fir; it is as if— What's 
next? 

Mrs Mech. Next — hey ! 1 have loft the place, I 

am afraid — Come, come," enough has been faid ; you 
have fhow'd the fenfe you entertain of the honour. Up* 
on thefe occafions, a third perfon is fitteft to cut mat* 
ters fhort. Your ladyfhip hears that 

DoL Yes, yes, I keen weel enough what the mon 
wou'd be at. Mrs Mechlin has fpear'd fike things in 
your great commendations, Mr Fungus, that I can- 
not but fay I clik'd a fancy to you from the very be- 
ginning. 

Fun* 
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Fan. Much oblig*cL to Mrs Mechlin! indeed, pleafc 
your la'fhip.— 

j Dok You ken I am of as auncient a family as any 
North Briton can boafl. 

Fun. I know it full well, pleafe your la'fhip. 

Dol. And that I mail get the ill-wull of a' my kin by 
this match. •* 

Fun* I am forry for that, pleafe your la'fhip. 

Dol. But after the ceremony, it will be proper to 
withdraw from town for a fhort fpace ©' time. 

Fun. Pleafe your la'fhip, what your la'lhip pleafes. . 

Dol. In order to gi' that goffip Scandal juit time to 
tire her tongue. 

Fun. True, yeur la'fhip. . 

Dol. I mun expect that the folk will mak' free wi'my 
character in choofing fike a con fort as you. 

Fun. And with me too, pleafe your la'fhip. 

Dol. Wi' you, mon ! 

Mrs Mecb. Hold your tongue. 

Dol. Donna you think the honor will dra' mickle 
ienvy*upon you. 

Fun. Oh, to be fure, pleafe your la'fhip. I did not 
mean that. 

DoL Weel, I fay we'll gang into the country. 

Fun, A 8 foon as your la'fhip pleafes ; I have a fweet 
noufe hard by Reading. 
- Dol. You ha' ? that's right. 

Fun. One of the moil pleafantefl places that can be 
again. 

Dol. Ha' you a good profpeft? 

Fun. Twenty ftage-coaches drive every day by the 
door, befides carts and gentlemens carriages. 

Dol. Ah, that will— — 

Mrs Mech. Oh, your ladyfhip will find all things pre- 
pared : in the next room the attorney waits with the wri- 
tings. 

Fun. The honour of your la'fhip's hand 

Dol. Maifter Fungus, you're a little too hafly. 

{Exit Dolly. 

Mrs Mech. Not till after the nuptials ; you muft not 
expect to be too familiar at firftw 

Fun. 
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Fun. Pray, when do you think we fhall bring the bed* 
ding about \ 

Mrs Meek. About the latter end of the year, what 
the winter fets in. 

Fun. Not before ? 

Mnter Young Lovek, haftiiy. 

T. Lov. I hope, Madam Mechlin, I have not ex- 
ceeded my hour \ but I expected Mr Harpy wou'd calL 

Mrs Meek. He is in the next room with a lady. Oh, 
Mr Fungus, this gentleman is ambitious of obtaining the 
nuptial benediction from the fame hands after you. 

Fun. He's heartily welcome : What, and is his wife 
a woman of quality too ? 

. Mrs Meek. No, no, a cit ; but monftcouily rich* 
But your lady will wonder 

Fun, Ay, ay : but you'll follow ; for I (han't know. 
what to fay to her when we are alone. — [Exit Fungus. 

Mrs Meek* I will fend you, Sir, your fpoufe in an 
in flan t : the gentlewoman 16 a widow, fo you may throw 
in what raptures you pleafe. 

T. Lov. Never fear. [Exit Mrs Mechlin.]— And 
yet this fcene is fo new, how to acquit myfelf — let me 
recollect — fome piece of a play now. — " Vouchfafe, di- 
vine perfection !"— No, that won't do for a dowager ; it 
is too humble and whining. But fee, the door opens, 

fo I have no time for rehearfal 1 have it — " Clafp'4 

** in the folds of love, I'll meet my doom, and adfc 
« my" 

Enter Mrs Loveit. 

Mrs Lov. Hah ! 

T. Lov. By all that's monflrous, my mother! 

Mrs Lov. That rebel my fon, as I live ! 

T. Lov. The quotation was quite apropos ! had it 
been a little darker, I might have teviv'd the (lory of 
C£dipu8. 

Mrs Lov. So, Sirrah, what makes you from, you* 
ftudies ? 

T. Lov. A fmall hint I recefv y d of your inclination! 
brought me here, Ma'am, in order to prevent, if pof- 
fible, my father's fortune from going out .of the family. 

Mrs Lov. Your father ! how dare you difturb his 
dear afhes? you know weU enough how his dear memory 

melt* 
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T**0 ^i^t "-ill I'' l'-/. ! "■' - * 

melts me ; and that at his very name my heart is ready, 
tg.brcak tc . r .., ^ 
~T. Lovl Well faid, my old matron of .Ephefus. 
Mrs Lev. That is what you want, you difbbedicnt 
un natural monfter: but complete,, accomplish your cruel- 
ty y. fend me the fame road your yillanies fore'd your fa- 
theji.tp take. . . . */ 
".■".".". Enter Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs Meets. Hey day! What the deuce have we here? 
our old lady in tears ! 

Mrs Lov? Difappointed a little ; that's all. 
Mrs Mcch. Pray, Ma'am, what can occafion 
Mrs Lov. Lord blefs me, Mrs Mechlin, what a blun* 
der you have made ! 
^Mrj Mcch. A blunder! as how ? 
Mr/ Loir. Do yon know who you have brought me? 
. Mrs Mecb. Not perfe&ly. 
Mrs Lov. My own fon ! that's alL 
Mrs Mecb. Your fon ! 
Mrs Lov* Ay, that rebellious, unnatural— 
. Mrs Mecb* Blunder indeed ! But who cou'd have 
thought it? why, by your account, Ma'am, I imagined 
your fon was a child fcarce out of his frocks. 

Mrs. Lov* Here's cdfnpany coming, fo my reputation 
will be blafted for ever. 
. Mrs Mecb. Never fear, leave the care on't to me. 

Enter Fungus and Dolly. 
' Fun. What is the matter ? you make fuch a noife, 
there is no fuch thing as minding the writings. 

*Mrs Mepk» This worthy lady, an old friend ofWner 
not having fet eyes on her fon fince the death of his fa- 
ther, and being apprifed by me that here the might meet 
with him, came with a true maternal affection to gtvt 
him a little wholefome advice. 

Mrs I*w. Well faid, Mrs Mechlin. 
Mrs Mecb. Which the young man returned in a way 
fo brutal and barbarous, that his poor mother — Be conv^ 
forted, Ma'am; you had better repofe on my bed. 
Mrs Lov. Any where to get out of his fight. 
Mrs Mecb. Here, Jenny. 

Mrs Lov* Do you think you can procure me another 
party? 
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Mrs Mech. Never doubt it. 

Mrs Lov. Ugh, ugh [Exit coughing* 

Mrs Mecb. Bear up a little, Ma'am. 
Fun. Fie upon you, you have thrown the old gentle- 
woman into the ftericks. 
T. Lov. Sir? 
Fun. You a man ! you are a fcandal, a ftiame to your 

fc& 

Enter Dr Catgut. 

Dr Cat. Come, come, Mrs Mechlin, are the couple 
prepared ? the fiddles are tun'd, the bows ready rofin'd, 
and the whole band — Oh, you, Sir, are one party, I 
reckon; but where is the— Ah, Dolly! what, are you 
here, my dear? 

Dol. Soh! 

Fun. Dolly ! Who the devil can this be ? - 

Dr Cat. A 8 nice and as fpruce too! the bridcmaid, I 
warrant : why, you look as blooming, you flut. 

Fun. What can this be ? Hark ye, Sir. 

Dr Cat. Well, Sir. 
, Fun. Don't you think you are rather too familiar with 
a lady of her rank and condition ? 

Dr Cat. Rank and condition ! what, Dolly ? 

Fun. Dolly ! what a plague pofleffe6 the man? this is 
no Dolly, I tell you. 

Dr Cat. No! , * 

Fun. No, this is lady ScracaruTa Mackirkincroft. 

Dr Cat. Who ! 

Fun. Defcended from the old, old, old earl of Glen- 
dowery. 

Dr Cat. What, (he ? Dolly Mechlin ? 

Fun. Dolly devil ; the man's out of his wits, 1 be* 
lieve. 

Enter Mrs Mechlin. 

Oh, Mrs Mechlin, will you fet this matter to rights ? 

M rf Mech. How, Dr Catgut ! 

Fun. The ftrangeft fellow here has danc'd up flairs, 
and has Dolly, Dolly, Dolly'd my lady; who the plague 
can he be ? 

Dr Cat. Oh, apropos, Molly Mechlin; what, is this 
the man that is to be married? The marriage will never 
hold good } why, he is more frantic and madder— 
* , Fun* 
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Fun. Mad ! John, fetch me the foils ; I'll carte and 
tierce you, you fcoundrel ! 

Enter Ifaac Fungus and Jenny. 

/. Fun. Where's brother ? it aVt over ; you beVt 
marry'd, I hope ? 

Z. Fun. No, I believe not; why, what is the— 

/. Fun. Pretty hands you are got into ! Your fervant, 
good Madam; what, this is the pcrfon, I warrant; ay, 
how pretty the puppet is painted ! Do you know who fhe 
is? 

Z. Fun. Who me is ? without doubt. 

/. Fun. No, you don't, brother Zac; only the fpawn 
of that devil incarnate, drefs'd out as— 

Z. Fun. But hark ye, Ifaac, are — don't be in a hurry 
—are you fure — 

Z. Fun. Sure — the girl of the houfe, abhorring their 
fcandalous project, has freely confefTed the whole fcheme. 
Jenny, {land forth, and anfwer boldly to what I (hall afk : 
Is not this wench the woman's niece of the houfe ? 

Jen. 1 fancy fhe will hardly deny it. 

/. Fun. And is not this miflrefs of your's a mod pro* 
fligate 

Mrs MecL Come, come* Mailer Ifaac, I will fave 
you the trouble, and cut this matter fhort in an inflant. 
—Well then, this girl, this Dolly, is my niece ; and 
what then ? 

Z. Fun. And ar'n't you amam'd ? 

Y. Lov. She afham'd ! I wou'd have told you, but I 
cou'd not get you to liften ; why (he brought me here 
to marry my mother. 

Z. Fun, Marry your mother I Lord have mercy on 
us, what a monfter ! to draw a young man ia to be guil- 
ty, of incenfe. But hark ye, brother Ifaac. 

[They retire. 

Dr Cat. Gads my life, what a fweet project I have 
help'd to deflroy ! But come, Dolly, I'll piece thy bro* 
ken fortunes again: thou haft a good pretty voice; II! 
teach thee a thrill and a make, perch thee amongfl the 
boughs at one of the gardens ; and then as a miflrefs, 
which, as the world goes, is a much better ftation than 
that of a wife, not the proudeft of them all— 

Mrs 
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Mrs Mcch. Miftrefsl No, no, we have not manag'c 
our matters fo badly. Hark ye, Mr Commiffary f 

Z. Fun. Well, what do you want? 

Mrs Mecb. Do you propofe to confummate your nup 
tials ? 

Z. Fun. That's a pretty queftion, indeed ! 

Mrs Meek. You have no objection then to paying 
the penalty, the contract here that Mr Harpy ha 
drawn. 

Z* Fun. The contrac\ ! hey, brother Ifaaci 

/. Fun* Let me fee it. 

Mrs Mcch. Soft you there, my maker of candle** 1 
rs as well where it is : but you need not doubt of it 
goodnefs ; I promife you, the bed advice has been ta 
ken. 

Z. Fun. What a damn'd fiend] what a harpy! 

Mrs Meek. -And why fo, my good Matter Fungus 
is it becaufe I have pra&is'd that trade by retail whicl 
you have carried on in the grofs? What injury do I d< 
the world ? I feed on their follies, 'tis true ; and th< 
game, the plunder, is fair : but the fangs of you am 
•your tribe, 

A whole people have felt, and for ages will feck 
To their candour and juftice I make my appeal; 
Tho' a poor humble fcourge in a national caufe, 
As I truft I deferve» I demand your applaufc. 
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ACT I. 

3 c e n b, . A dark part of Wind for Forefl. 

Enter Grotilla meeting ElfinA. 

{ Several Fairies enter, moving to light mufic % and at length 
• forming a ring and dancing* 

* Enter another Fairy. 

'-RECITATIVE. 
. « TWTCW no more in dells we fleep; 

JL\1 ' Here our revels now we keeps 
1 By the moon, our filver fun — 
1 See, our fports are now begun! 
%>uIV. I M"BU 
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AIR. 

4 Welcome, with the lambent Kght, 
•' Welcome, lovely queen of night! 

"• To thy gentle reign belong 

* Love, and mirth, and dance, and fong. 

* War, and ftrife, and toil, and care, 

* Now their works of wo forbear: 

* Night (hall now for day atone; 
••Give the night to joy alone! 

* [The Fairy mixes with thofe that 
• Enter Elfina, an old fairy. 
f Elf. Hift — break off! — My charge receive; 

* Then renew the fports ye leave. 

•' They leave off dancing: the mufic ceafes 
'* Elfina beckons firft one, then another, fj. 
4 to them feparately 
4 When the midnight-hour is nigh, 
' Duteous to your tafks apply 

* You, the mifer's haunts be 'near, 

* Break his reft with caufelefs fear ; 

« Creak his doors, his windows (hake, 
4 Till his iron heart mall quake. 

* You, as gouty humours flow, 
;«Tinc~h the glutton by the toe. 

' You, with boding dreams inoleft 
9 Proud ambition's anxious bread. 

* You, with fancied ghofts, affright 

* Atheifts in their own defpight: 

* Bold by day, the bluft'ring fpark 
4 Turns believer in the dark. 

* Hence — of vice to work the wo, 

* And the weal of virtue, go! — 

* [The Fairies go out at one door; and as 

1 is going out at the other, 
. 4 Enter GrotiUa, another old Fairy.' 
Grot. Sifter! fifter! 
Elf. Whence com'ft thou? 
■Grot. I come far. 
Elf. What to do? Tell me— 
Grot. To confer with you. 
Elf Yonder— T Pointing to the 

Grot. What! 
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Elf The caftle there 

Grot. Well : 

Elf Contains my prefent care. 
Grot. Briefly, then, thy care unfold. 
Elf Mark! it fhaH be briefly told. 
Edgar, Emmeline, you knew. 

Grot. Youthful both, and fair and true* 
Elf Thus their deftiny was read, 
While the filters fpuri their thread : 
" This youth a maid, this maid a youth mud find, 
" The beft, the fa ire it, both in form and mind ; 
" Each, as a friend, mull each efleem, admire; 
H Yet catch no fpark of amorous defire ! 
" Till this be done, no chance (hall blifs beftow; 
•* When this is done, no chance (hall work them wo! ,r 
Grot. I his was publifti'd at their birth. 
Elf Right; and well 'tis known on earth. 

Grot. Bleft I wiih them 

Elf So do 1. 
Grot. Can you help them ? 
Elf Certainly 

Grot. Search the ifland round and round, ' 
None like either can be found. 

Elf Each by each mud then be feen$ 

But not Wd 

. Grot. Hard taik, I ween ! 
Elf Hard the talk ; I know it well. 
Grot. How perform it?-— 
• Elf I can tell 

Here the king purfues the chace; 
All his nobles crowd the place : 
Emm 'line here a youth appears, 
Gondibert the name (he bears: 
Edgar is a maid in drefs, . 

Call'd Elfrida 

Gs>t. Now I guefs. 

Elf To the youth, the virgin feemty 
Like himfelf, a youth ; and deems. 
Like herfelf, the youth a maid; .. 
Neither thus to love betray'd. 

Grot, You contriv'd— - 
. Elf I did-~ 

I t: Cr**% 
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Grot. But 

Elf. Stay I 
Mortal footfteps mark the way. 
Vanifh— quick ! and leave me here : 
If conjur'd, I muft appear. 

[Exit Grotilla ; Elfina retire/.* 
Enter Erameline, difguifed in a man's habit as 

Gondibert. 

Emm. What a fituation am I in? Is thig figure 
really and truly Emm dine — the beloved and only daugh- 
ter of great Northumberland? Every thing about me is 
fb like a dream, that I am frighted to think I am awake. 
how weary I am of this drefs! If 1 had known 
half that I mould have fuffered in it, all the fairies in the 
world mould not have perfuaded me to put it on. — If I 
redded here in this difguife the month of the king's 
hunting, 1 was to break the fpell I was born under, and 

any life was to be happy — fo the fairy told me! Yet 

the time expires to-morrow, and nothing has happened 
to me but vexation and difappointment. I muft once « 
more fee this powerful yet decrepit being, who, though 

invisible, is always within my call. This ring, which 

me gave me, convenes her: if I take it off and touch it 

thrice, (he appears Once — twice — thrice! 

* [Elfina co?nes f onward % and touches her* 

Emm. O fairy ! my fituation is fuch as I can bear no 
longer. 

Elf Patience; for it ends to-morrow. 

Enun. To-morrow! — to-morrow is a thoufand years. 
When the horfe has all he can bear, a feather will 
break his back. 

Elf. What's the matter? 

Emm. Matter ! why, in the firft place, I have lived al* 
mofl a month in a court— - — , 

Elf That your forrow? 

Etnvn That my forrow ! Yes — I that have always li- 
ved in my father's -principality, fair Northumberland, 
where a noble fimplkity of manners mowed the heart to 
he open and undefigning, have, by your perfuafion and 
affiftance, left it for a place where hypocrify is avowed 
by the name of good-breeding ; where the mofl fhame- 
ful licentioufhefs is juflified as gallantry; diffimulaUon 

and 
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and perfidy, as addrefs and good management; where 
felf-intereft is profeffed as the fir ft principle of wifdom, 
and virtue and public fpirit derided as extravagance and 
fuperftition. 
Elf But your drefs was your defence. 
Emm. O ! it is my drefs that expofes me to more than 
half that I fuffer. When one of my own fex is in com- 
pany, I am comparatively happy ; but how unfit for a 
woman's ear is the conversation of men, when it is not 
reftrained by knowing that a woman is preient ! I begin 
to fear that I mould not have thought fo well even of 
thofe men I have been ufed to converfe with, if they* 
Jiad appeared to me as they appear to each other ■■ 
The friendship and confidence of thefe lords of the crea- 
tion have almoft robbed me, a weak woman, of my al- 
legiance t I am frighted at the thought of living among 
them. 
-Elf. Fear not vices you deteft. 

Emm. Fear not ! but what muft I hope ? O fairy ! i£ 
I have implicitly followed your in {tractions, if I have 
hidden them in my bread from every friend, and even** 
from good Northumberland my father, let me no lon- 
ger fuffer the anguifh of fufpence. 
• Elf Perfevere; believe; confide. 

Emm. But I have yet found no object worthy of mf 
love: 

Elf. You mufl find, and know it not* 
Such the fates ordain'd thy lotl 

Emm. I know the myftery of my fate — that the hap*- 
pinefs of my life depends upon my feeing and making a 
friend of the moft beautiful and accomplifhd of men*. 

without one thought or love Alas ! — forgive my: 

doubts, my fear — mould you — 

Elf Hold ! of foul miftruft beware- — To-morrow — 

Emm Well, then, till to-morrow 

Elf Soft unhallowed feet are nigh!- Florid 

mood 

Emm. O f that wretch haunts me like my fhadow. . 
To rally me for what he calls my virtue, feeras to be his. 
(upreme delight; he is proud of his own infenfibility to 
irhat gives me pain : the confufiori he throws me into,., 
ac confidcrs as a teft of his own abilities and aecomplifh* 
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ments; and as vanity is his predominant paflion, he is fi* 
affiduous to fecure the enjoyment of his fuperiority, thd0 
I can fcarce efcape him one hour in a day. 

Elf He (hall work thee wo and weal, 
As to-morrow mail reveal. 

Emm* But how? where?— dear, dear fairy! — 

Elf Ha, ha, ha ! How and where mud ftill perplex 
ye; 
And f in kindnefs, I muft vex ye — Ha, ha, ha! 

[Elfina difappears. 

Emm* Gone! — Myftery, perplexity, and diftrefs! She 
fports, too, with my anxiety \ I almoft with I had not 
trufted her : but 'tis too late— Here comes Florimond, 
and my torment begins. 

Enter Florimond, finging. 

Flor. Ha! my little Gondibertus! have I found you? 
What, all alone? [Peeping about. "\ Egad I was ia 
hopes there had been a wench in the cafe, and that I 
might have given thee joy of thy reformation. 
' Emm. Sir, I chofe to be alone. Solitude is fometimes 
not only ufeful but pleafast. 

Flor. Why, 'tis a fine- moon-light evening, indeed— 
But what the devil 

Emm. I have fufficient fubjecY for meditation, Sir; 
^nd 1 hoped that, as there is a ball at the caftle to-night, 
you would have been better engaged than to watch my 
privacy. 

Flor. What ! better engaged than to raife fueh a re- 
cruit for the beau monde as thou art ? Come, come, 

thou (halt not thus Ileal away from good company te 
thyfelfi 

Emm. Sir, upon my word, I am fit company for none 
but myfelf at prefent. 

Flor. P(ha!- What, always muzzy, with, a difmal 

tountenance as long* as a taylox's bill! Come, cheer up, 
boy, I've news for thee. 

Emm. For me, Sir? [Alarm* d* 

Flor. Ay,, to divert thee, I mean; that's all. 

Emm. What, is it any thing uncommon, then?- 

Flot. No, faith, not very uncommon neither; though 
perhaps, thou may'ft make a wonder of it.— 'Tis only 
*n beJreis that's juft run away with a young fellow* 



I 
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Emm. That) indeed, is not fo uncommon as might be 
fc'i/h'd. But who is (he? is (he of any fafliion? 

Flor. Yes, faith, fhe is of fome fafhion; Northumber* 
fend's fair daughter Emmeline, that's all— 

Emm. Oh! 

Flor. What, thy virtue is (hock'd at the licentiouf- 
Aefs of the age ? Ha, ha, ha ! — Or < it thou a lover of 
the fair Emmeline's? hey! 

Emm. [jf/tdt.J What fhall I fay ? My confufion will 

certainly betray me 'Twas only a fudden pain (hot 

crofs my bread. But what particulars do you hear? 

Flor. Why, it feems (he got leave of her father to fol* 
low him hither ; and it is juft accidentally discovered* 
that (he left his caftle the next day, tho' (he has not bee* 
Jicre yet. 

Emm. Well; but why do you tLv. eforc conclude that 
Ac's gone off with a man ? 

Flor. Why, only becaufe the duke of Kent's fon, Ed* 
gar, difappeared upon the fame pretence, juft at the fame 
time; and both have been miffing ever fmce. 

Emm. And is this fufficient to authorife a pofitive af- 
lertion to the prejudice of a reputation, which hitherto 
Hot (lander itfelf has prefum'd to (lain \ 

Flor. Ha, ha, ha ! Not dander itfelf has prefum'd to 

ftain! Ha, ha, ha! [Mimicking her\ 

Emm. \ m 4fide.'] O my heart! What new infult am I 

4oom'd to fuffer? — You'll excufe me, Sir, if upon this 

©ccafion I take the liberty to tell you, that your mirth 

is rather ill-tim'd; and \ 

Flor. Sir — do you know this fair lady, that you. are 
fo much difpofed to become her knight-errant? 
Emm. \_AfideJ\ I muft be cautious, or my zeal may 

difcover me. Sir, though I (hould not know her, it is 

ay point of honour never to fuffer the reputation of the 
abfent to be wantonly fported away upon mere circum* 
fences and furmife. 

Flor. Your point of honour ! — why, to be fure, all 
this is very (inc. But I'll tell you a feeret, my dear— 
As unftain'd as you may think the fair Emmeline' 8 re- 
futation, there is a certain humble fervant of your's* 
that (hall |ae namelefs, who has fome fmajl reafon to 



ten EDGAR AND EMMELINE. 

think, that a certain piece of brittle ware, which fh 
had the keeping of, may be a little crack'd— or fo. 

Emm. \j4ftde ] A wretch! who never faw me but i\ 
this difguife— You are well acquainted with her, then? 

Flor. Why — I am 

Emm. And, pray, what kind of woman is (he? 

Flor. Why, (he's a pretty upon my word, a vcn 

pretty wench. 

Emm. But is (he tall, or (hort, or brown, or fair? 

Flor* You have never feen her, you fay? 

Emm* No more than I do this moment. 

Flor. [dftde.'] Then I may venture — Why, fhe is fan- 
tail, and (lender; has a fine neck, a very fine neck! hei 
limbs remarkably well-turn'd ; her leg and ancle the fincfl 
I ever faw 

Emm. [Diflreftt and confounded.^ Ohf 

Flor. Ay — I thought I (hould fet you a-longingx but 
come, (he's not to be had at prefent, it feems ; fo no 
more of her. 

Emm. I cannot fo eafily difinifs her as you may ima» 
gine ; and yet, perhaps, you may miftake the reafon. 

Flor. Very likely* faith; but what is it? 

Emm. Why, I am aftoniftVd that you make fo light 
•f what has happen'd to her; whether you confider it as 
the lofs of a miftrefs, or whether as a misfortune to i 
woman you mull be fuppos'd to have lov'd, and to whom 
you mull have had obligations of the ftrongeft and moft 
tender kind: one of thefe lights you mult fee it in. 

Flor. Why, my dear, as to that, I am extremely eafy 
about lofing hei$ for between you and I — I cou'd fpare- 
her. I muft, indeed, confef*, that I was very fond of her 
cmce; but, 'faith, the obligations were all on her fide — 
'Tis among ourfelves. 

Emm. [/(fide.'] O, my heart! what a monftrous com- 
pound of vanity and lies is this? Howfo, pray, Sir? 

Flor. Why, I us'd to meet her in her father's park. 
night after night, at the rifk of my life; and, i'gad, what 
with the danger, and what with the fatigue, I grew tir'd 
of her ; and, to tell you the truth, provided her ano» 
ther lover, to make good my retreat. 'Tis among our*- 
felves. 
£rxm. Well faid— and who was that, Sir?. 
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Flat. Th« very fame Edgar that (lie is now run away 
with. I thought it would be a pretty thing for him ; 
for he is one of your fighting fellows, that is never fo 

happy as w^en he's in danger but I'm forry he has 

been fo indifcreet. 

Emm. Pray, Sir— excufe me — I don't pretend to que- 
flion the truth of what you*Tay ; but there are fome dif- 
ficulties in the ftory that I fhould be glad to have clcar'd 
np — If you was fo much in the lady Emmeline's good 
graces, and had, as you fay, no diflike to her perfon, 
how came you not to think of marrying her ? Such an> 
alliance, I prefume, would not have diihonoured you.— 

I fhall confound him now. [d/ide* 
Ffor. Marrying her! I 'gad, (he knew a trick worth 

two o' that I would have married her ; and I told her 
fo. " My dear Florimond," fays (he — her arm was 
then lying negligently crofs my (houlder, thus — and (he 
took'd archly at me, thus—** My dear Florimond," 
(ays fhe, " why (hould you and I, that have now only 
M the power of making each other happy, fuffer a doat- 
" ing old pried to give us the power of making each 
u other miferable ? If you were to be my hufband, yon 

II might ccafe to be my lover ; and then." fays (lie, with 
tmoft rogukh leer, ** perhaps I might be tempted to take 
11 another ; you would tyrannize, I (hould rebel ; you 
u would enjoy nothing but the hope of breaking my 
11 heart, and I (hould enjoy nothing but the hope of 
11 breaking your's." 

Emm. \_AJide ] Still, ftill I draw upon myfelf more 
confufion. — But why, then, did fhe run away with lid- 
gar ? That muft ruin her fchemes both of intereft and 
pleafure. 

Ffor. Nay, how the devil can I tell that ? 
[Emmeline walks apart, confuted and emharrafs'd* 

Flor. What, in your reveries ! — Thou art now mu- 
fog on fome vartuous love, like an ever faithful lovyer 
tdldeath — ha, ha, ha! — Come, come; pfha, don't be 
* fool; fome kind wench now would cure you — I 'gad, 

*hat think you of Elfrida ? Come along, we'll call . 

*t her apartment : perhaps (he's drefling, and we (hall be 
Emitted to her toilet. Upon my foul, a fine figure of 
» woman ! a little mafculine, that's all ; but, take my 
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word for it, a delicious morfel for all that !-*~Hark ye— 
if you are not fheepifh, (he'll not be coy : 'tis among our 
felves. —I tell you, as a friend; faith, I don't love ft 
monopolize — I'll juft tickle up her fancy a little, an< 
leave" you together. Come- 

Emm Pray, Sir — — 

Flor. I will . faith 

Emm. I muft infill— — 



Flor. Nay, nay, come along, come along. ' 

[Lays hold of be f 

Emm. Sir, I muft absolutely be excus'd at prefent. 

Flor. Why, what a plague is it now that thou hai 
taken into thy head ? 

Em*u Sir, I have an affair that at prefent requires m 
to be alone ; which I cannot farther explain, than ■ 

Fhr Say no more, fay no more. [ ijide.~\ l'gad, 
have guefs'd it now — A challenge ! — Why, there' 
light enough for two people to cut one another's throat 

by, to be fure — I'll away Well, my dear, if \ mui 

leave you to the dew and the moonmlnc, i muft \ bu 
d'ye hear— 'faith, i'H to Elfrida — will you follow me 
If you don't ftay too long, you'll find an attendriffetnen 
that you may be oblig'd to your humble fervaat for- 
that's all — 'tis among ourfelves. Adieu. [Exii 

Emm. Why, fare thee well, thou — wretch, withou 

a name What will, what can, become of me ! Wha 

is it that prompts this fool, whom as 1 never knew 
never could provoke, to wrong me thus? 1% it a facri 
fice to his vanity? or is it mere wantonnefs and fport ?— 
Pary heav'n this fairy don't deceive me ! — What fha 
I dp ? — I muft fee her, and take her counfel in this nei 
diftrefs. 

[SV takes off her rin^ avd touches it thrice ; hi 
the fairy does net appear • 
Ha!— fure, I dream! — Forlorn, deferted! — this perfi 

dious goblin ? Again I touch it; once — and twice- 

and thrice — and yet (lie is not here ! — O \ could — Bi 
though 1 fee her not, il.e may be near me, to hear an 
punim the complaints which her unkindnefs forces froi 
me — I o whom can i now eafe my heart ! — O ! facre 
friend -Mp ! — but here I have no friend. Elfrida — ye 
fte indeed, as if by foroe fecret fympathy, claims m 

CO! 
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confidence ; and my heart tells me, (he defends it — Yet, 
I will truft her with my fecret : (he will be a witnefc 
for me againft this dander, and afiift me with her ad- 
vice. {Exit* 
[The fc ene changes to Edgar's apartment ', and dis- 
cover* him at a toilet, drejfing in the character of 
Elfrida; a woman attending. 
Eig Here, give me the ribbons. Get you gone 
—I'll call you when I want you. 
Warn. {Aftde.~\ This lady has the ftrangeft humours I 

[Exit. 
Edg. Was ever man in fuch ridiculous diftrefs ? I'm 
, fore I ne'er knew any thing like it fince I was Edgar 
the fon of Kent, Here have I had a young tempting 
girl fiddle-faddling about me thefe two hours to drefs 
me, forfooth— with an officious handinefs fo provoking, 
that no virtue under that of a ftock-fifh could endure it 
patiently. Yet an eld woman upon thefe occafions I 
cannot bear : and, in (hort, I can no longer bear a 
young one. — It is my fate, they fay. to be miferable if 
I don't get acquainted with the fined girl in England, 
(Without wifhing for her ; and I was told by a little gob- 
lin that darted up before me, after it had led me, under 
the appearance of a Jack o' Lantern, into a wood, that 
if 1 could fpend the king's hunting- month here in this 
_ difguife, all would be right : but how my being in pet- 
ticoats mould make me lefs likely to love a fine girl, I 
cannot conceive ! A fine girl, indeed, may be lefs likely 
to love me ; but as to myfelf, it is high time for me to 
get into breeches, that I may get out of temptation* 
Here they flock about me— one fits down juft before 
me, and, without any ceremony, ties hex garter — ano- 
ther gets me to adjuft her tucker. — I'm the witnefs of fo 
many pranks, and the confident of fo many fecrets ! 
Then I have my hours of mortification too : I am tor- 
mented by a fwarm of profligate fops, who try to de- 
bauch every woman they fee, with as little concern as 
they take fnuff ; wretches who are as deftitute of love 
as they are of virtue, and have as little enjoyment as they 
have underftanding ! And here I am obliged to mince, 

and pifb, and fie— and affeft to bluih— 'fdcath, when 

I'm 
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I'm burfting with indignation, and long to knock 9 e& 

down I'll bear it no longer. 

[Elfina fuddenly ajkptar* from umlir thi toilet, asd 
places herfelf before him.~\ 

Edg. Ha! What, again ! 

E*f Again. 

Edg. Art thou my good or evil genius? Tell me. 

Elf. As yen think me, yon (hall find me. 

Edg. I will think thee, then, my good genius; for I 
imildiain find thee Co* . . 

Elf. You muft truft me too, or elfe— 

Edg. Truft you! — Look at the figure I nakc here,, 
told then judge if I have not traded you. 

Elf But your virtue muft be tried. 

Edg. Tried! — By what new torments would you 
try ttr Have I not differed the two worft things in na* 
ture, temptation and fufpence? Have not I ■ , 

Elf. No — you have not perfevered: all is loft if yosj 
give out. 

Edg Refolve my doubts, then ; torment me no longer 
with Fufpence : let me be certain of the event, and I will 
be an anchorite, in fpite of this habit and all its works) 
a month longer. 

Elf. Well — Obferve me, then, and learn. 

Edg. [eagerly 3 What (hall I learn? 

Elf Patience, Edgar! — Fare thee well. Ha, ha! . 
[ A machine rifes under her % and carries htr *<w«y% 

Edg* Derided, and forfaken ! -* — I doubt this is one 
of the wanton and mifchievous elves that tantalize poor 
mortals for their own diverfion 2 however, as I have 
played in the farce fo long, I'll not flop in the laft 

{eerie 

Enter Woman. 

Worn. Ma'am, here's my Lord Trifle has fent his 
compliments to your la'fhip, and begs to know whe» 
ther he {hall have the honour of waiting upon your la'» 
{hip to the ball. 

Edg. [recovering bis female attitude and accent.] My 
compliments, am much oblig'd to hislordmip, but am 
engag'd. 

Worn. Yes, Ma'am. 

Edg. Hark ye 
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Wm. Ma*am« 
Edg. Has Gondibert call'd here this evening ? 
\ Worn* No, Ma'am. 
\ Edg. Nor fent ? 

Wm. No, Ma'am. [Exit. 

Edg, There's a man, now, who might atone for the 
vices of the whole fex ! I am fo anxious to recommend 
' -ffiyfelf to him, even in this difguife ; and feel fuch a re* 
toance to do any thing that may difguft him, even 
while he think* me a woman ; that when he is prefent, t 
labour to make my manner fait with my appearance, I 
inow not how, l>y a kind of involuntary effort. How 
Grange is the rapidity vnfh whicli fome minds unite! 

Enter Woman. 
Worn* Ma'am, there's Count Florimoad. 

Edg. Did not I tell you 

Worn, Yes, Ma'am ; and I told him — but he faid he 
Ww your lalhip was at home* and that he muft fee 

Edg. Muft fee me ! 

Want. Yes, Ma'am ; and though I told him your la'* 
thip was a-dreffing, yet he would follow me Q Lord* 
fa's the ftrongeft man— He's here, an pleafe your 
fa'flup 

Enter Horimond. 
Edg. Z4fik-3 What a farce muft I now a& ! Pray 
icav'n it has not a tragical cataftfophe ! 
F/or. My dear godddfs ! 
Edg, Lord, how can you be fo monftrousrude!— ~ 

raffling into one's dre fling room and putting one 

Sato fuch flurries — ■■ — 

[He fumble* at pinking m a breafl-\not* 

Fhr. That yeror heart beats in concert with mine— **• 

The dear toilet h not mote the akar of beauty than 0? 

love— -Permit me the honour, Ma'am, of affifting to 

place that envied ornament on your bofom. 

Mdg* Lord} Sir 1 — I beg — not for the world — you 

\mtt confound me - 

Flon [pr effing.] My life ! my angel !— — — 
[Catches him hoflily round tie woi/f 9 and endeavours 
to kifs him ; upon which Edgar gives him af mart 
bloiti on the ear, 
VnJV. K Ed£. 
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Edg. Nay, then there is no expedient 



Flor. [retreating backward."] Ma'am ! 

[Edgar famps, and Florimond Jiarts and retrea 
farther back at the fame time. 

Emmcline, as Gondibert, appears at the door. 

Flor. I proteft, Ma'am [Frighted.] 

Edg. [_Jitrnly.~\ And I proteft, Sir — 

Flor. Ma'am, I beg 

Edg. And I beg, bir - 

F/or. [turning, and feeing Gondibert J O- 



Ma'am, your moil humble fervant. [ G$h 

Emm. \Ajide to Flor.] Sir^ 1 am under very gn 

obligations to you but I would not have you tic] 

up her fancy any more, upon my account. 

Flor. Deuce take you ! 1 wifh you had been 

near her as I was. 

[Is going* but again flops and adj lifts bis <wsg B) 
pocket mirronr. 

Edg- \_to Emmeline, recovering himfclf and adja 
ivg his dref-2 Lord* Sir — I'm in fuch a flurry— I,' 
I, I'm very forry I (hould have been provok'd to a 
thing fo unbecoming the delicacy of my fex. 

Flor. Upon my foul, fo am I too Sir, yc 

humble fervant. [Ex 

Emm. You have no reafon to apologize for your i 
dignation, Madam ; though your blow was fomethi 
fpirited, I mud confefs. 

Edg. I'm in fuch confufion, Sir — and he has ma* 
me fuch a figure ! to treat me with indecent fan 
liarities ! 

E?um. Dear Madam," compofe yourfelf, and think i 
more of him. He has not been much better compai 
to me than he has to you, I'll aflure you. 

Edg. Lord, Sir, youfurprife me! Pray, wi 

impertinence has he been guilty of to you ? 

Emm. He has been filling my ears with fcandal, M 
dam ; a fubjecl: which feems to be equally fukable bo 
to his abilities and difpofition ! He has been telling U 
that Edgar— 

Edg. Who, Sir? [Hajlily.] 

' Emm. Edgar, Madam, the fon of the earl of Kent- 
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Edg. What of him, Sir? what fcandal has he 

Spread of Edgar ? 

Emm. [Afidc] Ha! fo intereftcd! She loves him, 

fure. 

Edg. Let me conjure you, Sir, if this wretch has 
bid any thing to dishonour Edgar, you would tell it to 
me. 

Emm. [Aftde.] It mull be fo Yaur very earneil- 

Dtfs forbids me, Madam. 

. Edg. I know I'm mov'd, and you mufl think it 

{(range. 

Emm. [furprh'd at the tnafculine tone and manner in- 
U wbicb bis earueftnefi involuntarily betrays him, ] Strange, 
indeed! 

Edg. Perhaps, 'tis flranger flill than you can think. 

Emm. Your manner, Madam 

Edg. No matter— —Forms and modes become trifles 
too Imall for notice, when they (land in competition 
with a friend's good name. 

Emm. \Afide*] Her love is to di ft radio:)— She 
frights me, and is not to be truftcd 

Edg. Let me conjure you- — tell me 

Emm. I cannot tell you, Madam. 

Edg. Cannot! 

Lvnn. I ought not — Truft me, there are rcafons — 
Let k fuffice, that in the ftory I have heard, a lady '• 
honour is as much concerned as Edgar's ; that the (lan- 
der cannot intereft you more than me ; that I will do 
my utmoft to make its falfehood fo notorious, that it 
cannot be believ'd; and I intreat that, as you tender 

Jour peace, you would as yet inquire no farther E 

know myfelf not proof again ft your importunity ; and 
therefore you will excufe me, if, having no other way, 
I fave myfelf by flight. \Exit. 

[Edgar runs out after hcr % but returns. 

Edg* Curfe on this cumberfome habit ! I cannot over- 
take him. Was ever any thing fo vexatious ! I have 
been defam'd by fome fcandalous falfehood, and I mull do 

my honour juftict 1 can, at a fmall expence of difli- 

mulation, get that wretch, Florimond, to repeat to me 

ill that he nas told to Gondibert : I will do it and 

K 2 I 
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I will as yet lie in ambufh under this difguife, to make 

fure of my blow. [Exit* 

Emmeline, as Gondibert, re-enters. 

Emm.' She's gone! What can I, or what ought 

I to do ? If 1 had told her the flory, I mud have difco- 
vered myfelf to convince her it could not be true : but 
who knows what a jealous woman might have thought 
upon finding the very perfon who is laid to hare gone 
off with he* lover in fo ftrangc a difguife ! •— — Yet 
/he will certainly contrive to hear it from Florimond ^ 
and then, good heaven \ what wiH me fiiffer, if I do not 

convince her that it isfalfe ! 1 muft, I will truft her 

— I have no other chance to fare her, but by making a. 
difcovery, which, if 1 had really gone off with Edgar* 
it is certain 1 fhculd not have made, efpecialry to her. 
But 1 muft not intrude upon her now ? 1 will plant nrjf- 
felf where I may intercept her before me can fee Flo- 
rimond, and trull to generous friendship for the event*. 

{ExiU 

ACT II. 

Scene, The Terrace at Windfor Cajilc. 

Enter Florimond, with aJLetter* 

Florimohd. 

AYE fhe was obliged to be angry, becaufe tnatl 
fool Gondibert appeared juft in the critical minute 

at the door Pox take him ! —I might have knowift 

it was not natural by her overdoing it it was, in- 
deed, overdone with a vengeance ! But now (he's in the 
panics,, left I mould refent it. Now me has fome- 
thing to fay — and— if I am difengag'd — fhe will. lie- 
glad to meet me upon the terrace. If I mould humble 
her now* and not meet her — but that would- be cruel. ( I 

will, however, take fome flate upon, me 1 will look 

a little formal ; it may fave me fome trouble in my fu- 
ture advances Here fhe comes. 

Enter Edgar, fill difguis* d at Elfrida. 
£Florimond receives kirn with an air of negligent 
haughtintfs% and makes a formal bonsu 
Edg. Sir, I hope you will not take any- advantage of 
my weaknefs— — 
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flor. \tnrning from ktr."] Wcaknefs! pox on yon — . 
Tour wcaknefs don't lie in your arm, I'm fore o' that. 

Edg. [fillciumg.'] Or fuppofe, Sir, that whatever 
veafon I may have for defiring this meeting — What airs 

uVwretch gives himfejf ! {/ifiJc.'} ' I fay, Sir, that 

you would not fuppofe — I cannot contain myfelf.— 

Flor. Poor foul ! what confufion! 1 will relax a little 
rf my feverit-y. [Afide. J— -Madam, I will fuppofe no- 
thiog, but that you have given me another opportunity 
if hearing your commands. 

Edg. I think,. Sir, you was telling Gondibert a cer- 
tain affair between you and Edgar and a lady ; and 
fomething that, by his manner of telling it, I could not 
wry well underftancL 

Flor. [Afide.] Aye— — « 'very srood introduction— 
slove-ftory is a moft excellent prelude to a love- fee nc 

1 perceive we are" to- adjourn. Why, Madam, a 

certain fair lady* call'd Emrrteline, has thought fit to- 
make Edgar as happy as any man' can- be made, except 
Inn, Madam, whom- you (hall pleafc to honour with 1 
fiie fame favour.— Upon ttrf foul, (he's a fine crea- 
ture! 

Edg. Sir, jour compliments really put me fo out of 
countenance — that I (hall blu(h to death — 

Flor. Your blulhes are fo becoming, Madam, that — 

Edg. Give me leave, Sir, to intreat that you would- 
it prefent fpare my confufion, and' tell me all the par- 
ticulars of dial affair which have oome to- your know- 
ing*. 

Flor. Aye— (he wants a lufcions defcription, now.- 

\AJideJ\ — Why, Madam,- 1 prefume that Edgar, being.' 
fird with the charms of Emmeline, firft gafc'd languifh- 

31y upon her ; caught her eyes the firft time they were 
ually turned upon him ; when, to a'foft confufion, (he 
haftily turnM her look downward, and blufh'd; he took 
her hand) firft preffing it gently in his own, then railing 
it to. his lips ; then, Madam> I prefume he might pro- 
ceed i n 

Edg. Sir !— I (hall certainly be out of patience,* 
aod knock- him down. [4/ide. ] —Sir, if you 7 have any' 

K 3, <k-- 
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defire to oblige me or have any expectations, Sir, of 

favours — Not, Sir, that I — 

Flor. My dear angel, keep me no longer in fufpence; 
let me know your commands, that I may fulfil the con- 
dition of 7- ZP re ffi*& 

Edg. [drawing back."] Hold, Sir — You muft then, 
vr i to out farther delay or interruption, give me a direct 
anfwer to a few (hort queilions. 

Flor. Why, Madam, it (hall then be in your own way* 
Edg. Firft then, Sir, are you acquainted with Edgar, 
the young heir of Kent ? 

Flor. Why, Madam, to proceed implicitly as you di- 
rect, I believe there are few p erf on 8 who know more- of 
that gentleman than your humble fervant. 

Edg. [ajide.~] Matchlefs impudence !—— And pray, 
Sir, what kind of a youth is he ? 

Flor. [aftde.~\ I fee by her curiofity (he don't know 

him. Why, Madam, the youth is a, a, a, rather fofe 

■ a green youth, Madam, as we fay — 
Edg. Sir, thefe are terms that I do not perfectly 
comprehend; and therefore I beg you would be more 
explicit. 

Flor. Why then, explicitly, Madam, he is, upon my . 

ibid, a (hallow fellow a very (hallow fellow, faith— 

'Tis among ourfclves. y 

Edg. He is ? 

Flor. He is indeed, Madam The poor devil has 

fome aukward good- nature, and I have a kindnefs for 
him ; but between you and I, he'll never be fo much a 
man of honour as I cou'd wi(h him — 

Edg. [forgetting his fimine charafter 9 and running up' 

to him."} How, villain ! 

Flor. [frightened*, and drawing back.] Ma'am!— 
Edg. [ajide."] What have I done ! [Hi draws bimfelf 
again into for m. ] To think of villainy in people that, 
by their rank, are fet up as examples to others, quite 
tranfports me out of myfelf — Heigh ho ! —It has quite 
overcome me. 

^Affecls to be faint 9 and tales out a fmelling bottle* 

Flor. [ajide.~] What a terrible virago it is 1 -May 

i prefume, Madam, to lend you my hand? 

{Atfrtacbing cauthujty. 

Edg. 
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Edg. It is over, Sir I'm fo fubjeft to flumes 

md my poor nerves are fo mattered I'm extremely 

>hlig'd to you for this character of Edgar — To have been 
ruilty of any thing bafe !— 
Flor. Very bafe, I afore you, Madam. 
Edg. Sir!— [AJfuming a Jierce mafculine air, but in* 
lantty cor retting hi nf elf 2 

Flor. Ma'am ! [Starting back."} Fore gad, fhc'9 

mad! and upon my foul, in my opinion, damnably 

mifchievous. . [jjiie. 

Edg. Give me leave, Sir as well as I am able 

-——to afk you what in particular has but I fee 

company coming If we walk this way, we (hall avoid 

them. 

Flor. [qfide."] Avoid them! Heaven forbid ! 

Perhaps, Madam, another time 

Edg* Sir, I (hall die, if my curiolity is not gratified. 

F/or. Madam at prefent I am 

Edg. Sir, I beg for my reputation, that we may 

not be furpris'd together while I am in this difordcr. 

Flor. By no means, Madam let us part this mo- 
ment if you'll go off one way, I'll go the other. 

Edg. O not for the world ! To be feen to part ha- 
ftily, upon being obferved together, would be the fub- 
jeft of eternal fcandaL— Let me beg the favour of your 
ami L^ a y s hold of bis arvu 

Flor, [crying out '.] Lard Gad, Madam! 

Edg. Sir! 

Flor, You'll pince it through 

Edg. Lord, Sir,, 'tis my fright ■ One naturally 
clafps any thing hard in a fright. 
Flor. Madam, you do me honour 

[Edgar holds his arm ; he keep as far off as he can, 
and fixes his eyes upon him as they go out. 
By the heavens! (he has the grip of a bum-bailiff. [A- 
fid*."} [Exeunt* 

Scene, the dark Grove. 
* 2s«/*r Elfina. 
« Elf. Sifter! filler! [GrotiUa fuddenly appears, 

€ Grot. ——Here am I. 
• Elf Now the fated hour is nigh, 
• Keep the lovers in your eye. 

« Each 
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Each to each mall foon be known p 
Each for each was bom alone. 
• Grot. Florimondv the caitiff vile 



Elf 



They (hall profper by his guile r 
(Evil we for good permit) 
This their friendfhip's knot (hall knit. 
But the fated hour is- nigh- 



Come, ye elves, whofe minds perceive, 
'By fecrct impulfc, what I will ; 
Come, your fports this moment leave, 
•And what I ordain fulfil. 

• [Many fairies fudJenly appear*- 
Now the fated hour is nigh, 
To rites that charm from ill apply. 
Form the circle on the dew, 

' [They form a ring. 
Round, and round, the track renew ■ 

[They dance* 
Mark it thrice, and thrice again 
Join with me the magic ftrain* 

•SON G. 
By the bat's nodlurnal flight 
O'er the fleeping plants and flow'rs> 
By the moon's inconftant light, 
Potent Qaell of midnight- hours 
By the ring of various dies, 
Circling oft the Giver ball ;. 
By the genial mills that rife,- 
By the virgin-dews that fall 
By the meteor's gleamy fpark, 
Wand*ring o'er the reedy lake ; 
Stars that moot athwart the dark? 
Lights from polar flues that break 

• By night, and all things that to night pertain*— 
•* Ye rival powers,: from adverfe arts abftain ! 

• Intrude not now my purpofe to conteft ; 

• But let the pair that I would blefs, be bleft* 
9 Elf Ceafe, the fated hour is nigh !— — 

* Ceafe, and to the caftle fly ! 
€ Careful watch the great event, 
« Finifh'd ere the day be fpent. 

J. t^WwV/ and thcjcenc difap^car bgHh&+ 

Mb* 
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Enter Emmeline,. ftill difeuis'd as Gondibcrt. 
Emm, She's gone out, and I have unfortunately mift- 
cd her— She** certainly gone to Florimond— Ha ! 
yonder they arc— YeB, it is certainly fo— What 

violent emotion ! Now they move haftily forward — 

Now fhe flops fhort— her geftures are fcarce feminine 

Now (he recovers herfelf Florimond, too, fecms. 

to he frighted out of his gallantry, and extremely will- 
ing to put an end to the converfation— Tia over! he x 

leaves her, and (he comes this way. Yes, I will open. 

my whole heart to- her * r not for my fake now, hut her 
•wn. Whatever are the firft failles of her furprife and 
paffion^ihe muft at length fed and return my. friendship* 

Here flie comes : 1 mud not accoft her too abrupt- 
ly, [Retire* to a little diftanct^ 
Enter l£gsr r Jliff ss Elfrida. Seeing EmmcHne, be 

flops JherU 
Edg. Ha.! Gondibcrt— -I know the generous rea- 
son, now, of his. referve* la this difguife, what coufcf 
ttiy intereft in Edgar appear to hinWhut love ?— and if 
it had been foy how muft I have been hurt by what he 
bad to tell me ! — But he is not lefs interefted in the lady 
— fo he {aid— Sure then he is to Emmeline what he 
thought Edgar was to me! — Let me, then, repay hi* 
generous Irindhefs; let me difcover,. not only what but 
who I am, to convince him. that the tale is falfc, which* 
ff true, muft deftroy his peace. \Goinp up to Emme- 
line.]* You need not fhun me, bir * r 1 have now no- 
thing to aflc that you would wifh to conceal; I have on- 
ly to requeft, that you would forgive me for having vio- 
lated your injunction not to fatisfy the curiofity you 
had raifed. I am apprifed of your kind, your generous, 
motive ; and it has infpired my breaft with all that it is 

Sffible I mould feel for you, a grateful and ardent 
endfhip. 

Emm. Your love r Madam, I make no doubt, is fixed 
on a much nobler and more deferving object. Edgar, I 

prefume 

Edg, My connection with Edgar, Sir, is indeed, in< 
feme fenfe, the reafon why your merit cannot make an 
impreflion, which 1 am not afhamed to fay it might 
have done: and yet* Sir, let me confeft that 
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I am not affected by the ftory of his difappearing 
Emmeline, as you might reasonably imagine, beca 
know for certain that it cannot be true. 

Emm. \hqftily."\ Ha! that it cannot be true— 

Edg. I now owe your friendfhip a difcovery, if ir 
it is a difcovery, which I was prompted by mere r< 
to myfelf to have made before : I think there is a 
ne&ion between you and Emmeline, that 

Emm. There is, indeed, a connection, Madam — 
cret which you convince me it is now in vain to ; 
to hide 

Edg. Let me, then, claim it — But let me firft, 
pledge of that friend/hip which I hope (hall end but 
our Hves, give for your fecret mine 

Emm. Do not, then, keep me longer in fufpence 
ftill the more we talk, the more I am perplex'd.— [^ 
What can her fecret be ? 

Edg._ Why, then, in the firft place, Sir— I ai 
man 

Emm. \/ifide % with great emotion* which Jhe label 
conceal."] A man!— Good heav'n! what will be 
of me ? 

Edg, And now, kt me at once embrace you as a fr. 
pundilios and forms no longer part us— 

[As Edgar advances eagerly to Emmeline, Jhe 
her face, and appears in great confufion. 

Edg. \haJlilyJ] What ails my friend ? 

Emm. O! you have ruined all my pleaiing projt 
prevented — : — but no matter 

Edg. This is amazing ! For heaven's fake, what 
mean?— You was not, lure, euamour'd of my peri 

Emm. O! no You ftill miftake— 

Edg. Then tell me my miftake ; for we may now 
verfe on even terms : our hearts may now be open< 
each other, without the forms and the referve prefc 
in friendftiips with the fofter fex. 

Emm. O ! ftill you wander, wider and wider fti 
cannot fpeak— 

Edg. You muft — There is a fecret which, but 
your heart was ready to reveai 

Emm* And then I thought it known— but now 
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Edg. Now my warm heart has claimed you for my 
friend 

Emm. And now to tell it, is impoflible — T cannot tell 
it — and if I could, you would not find the friendfhip 

that you hope 

[Edgar looks earneftly at her, wondering and ctnbar* 
rafs*d. 
\Afide.~\ I ficken at his fight — Oh my heart ! 

Edg. I'm all perplexity and wonder ! — Your colour 
comes and goes, like a fick girl's — [She becomes more 

cwfuftd, as be marks her confujion.'] You tremble!— > 

Heaven's! he faints! — [He catches her in his arms, and 
(ft/covers her breaft.'] By all my wonder and my joy, a 
womau! — —How lovely her confufion! — O let my bo- 
fom warm thee hack to life ! Look up, and truft the ho- 
nour of my love : you fhall not whifper what you would 
tonceal ; nor will 1 feek to know it. [She recovers. 

Emm. O ! let me hide me from myfelf — my fex thus 
known — in this difguife ! Where fhall my confeious 

1>luflics find a veil ? Who are you ? Tell me, that I 

may hide me from your fight for ever. 

Edg. Oh ! no-^-On that condition, let me ne'er be 
known. 

Emm. Yet tell me — truft me — — 

Edg. Truft thee! Yes, with my life I'd truft thee. 
Thy friend! — O! know me by a fofter name — is Kent's 
young heir; that Edgar you have heard fo falfely and io 
wantonly tradue'd. 

Emm. Still wonders crowd on wonders ! 

Edg. I dream myfelf, or this is all enchantment. 

Eimn. So might you think, indeed, if more you knew 
me. 

Edg. Let me, then, know thee more, whom now I 
know as the moft fair and gentle of thy fex ; whom yet 
I few and lov'd without defire — my pledge of happinefs ! 
— May I be thine! — But yet I rave — thy fate was not 
like Edgar's— — . 

Emm. Spare me — thy words have pow'r, which yet 
thou know'ft not. 

Edg. O ! take me from the rack ! My thoughts grow 
wild!—— There is, indeed, a maid, whofe fate I'vo 
beard was fuch as mine-**that Emmeline— I hw'o% 

O&afc 
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that Emmeline, in tthom I thought thy intereft, love! 
Q ! yes, it mull, it -(hall — thou, thou art me ! 

Emm. 'Leave me, or I. (hall die with my confufion— 

Edg. Let me fupport thee, hide thee in my breaft, 
"where thou malt breathe thy anfwer in a figh.— Art 
thou not Emmeline, tny fated We? 

Emm. If Emmeline be thy fated love — I am 

Edg. Still let me daJpthee clofe, and clofer ft ill ^ 
-calm all the tumults of thy feeling mtnd, and foothe thee 
into confidence by love. 

Emm. No; let me now retire; for in this drefs I can* 
not bear to fee myfelf or yon* 

Edg. Yet ftay — fecgivc the violence I do you. My 
fame and youf's are wantonly tradue'd; *tis fit that we 
do juftice to them both, ami punim the traducer. 

Emm. He ts *ot worth refentmentt 

Edg, He is for others fakes, though not his own-* 
I have a thought, would ErataeHne tut join*— 

Emm. Tell me, then, quickly. 

Edg. Send him a challenge in behalf of Emmeline, as 
< Gondibert$ and mcot him, not as Gondibert, but Em- 
meline : I will take care to be prefent, not as Et&ida, 
l>ut Edgar : he will then be felf-convi&ed as a liar, by 
knowing neither of the perfons he has defam'd; and we 
may farther punim him as we pleafe. 

Emm. Well, I will try at this ^ but now difmifs me. 
\$be breaks from his hand* find runs effi 

Edg. Farewel, my love ! How toas the hand of 

Aeav'n vouchfafed to guide toe through all the mazes of 
my fete to bltfsl Even my revenge, my juftice rather* 
r *ipon that wretch, whofe veryYolly is invenomM, mall be 

-complete- But a mind fo bafe can never be brave-*- 

Suppofe he mould not come— He's here. 

Enter florimond. Seeing Edgar, he flops JhorU 

Flor. Gad take me — this damn'd madwoman is cetf- 
tainly fated to be my d<ath. 

[Edgar advances towards him; he draw* h*fk 9 ami 
looks frighted. 

Edg. Sir, lam fo fhockM when I refteA upon the iir- 
^ecbrums that my pailions have made me guilty of to 
you, and my poor fpirits are fo flurried, that I really am 
not able to make my apology* 

fler. 
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Flor. Ma'am, I am extremely forry and, Ma'am, 

**—l mud absolutely fly from your ladyfhip's apology— 

[Going. 
Edg. Sir, I mull beg the favour of your car for a few 

minutes 1 hope, Sir, you will pardon, my confufion 

I have fomething to fay to you, Sir, that Let 



ioac beg, Sir, that you would come a little nearer- 

Flor. [afideJ\ Pox on her (he wants to fallen her 

damn'd claws upon me again [To her.~\ Your com- 
mands, Madam, always do me honour — And upon my 
foul, always leave me black and blue. [Afide. 

Edg. I have jufl heard, Sir, fomething that has fluf* 
tered me to fuch a degree 

Flor. [afide.~\ Ay another fright! fhe'll certainly 

lay hold of me — [Retiring.'] Ma'am — a, a, a, I hope 
there's no danger threatens your ladyfhip 

Edg. Not directly me, Sir; nor indeed much danger 
to you: but I was willing you mould be prepar'd 

Flor. Danger — prepared For heavVs fake, Ma- 
dam, what d'ye mean ? 

Edg. Why> Gondibert, Sir you'll excufe my free- 
dom—Lard, that I mould be fo indifcreet — I'm fenfible 
that the intereil I take in this affair, may be liable to 
conftru&ions of fuch a nature — that — 

Flor, Lord, Ma'am, if there is any villainous defign 
againft me, I befeech you to let me know it — [Looking 
about. ~\ Perhaps we had better change our ground ; fome 
villain may be taking aim at me as I {land. 

Edg. You need not be under fuch apprehenfions, Sir$ 
it is a matter of no confequence It is only that Gon- 
dibert is to fend you a challenge for the liberty you havfc 
taken with lady Emmeline; that's all 

Flor, Oh, if 'tis only an intention of Gondibert to 
cut my throat, to be fure that's a matter of no confe- 
quence — A bloody-minded ruffian ! [AJide. 

Edg. Why, Sir, to my certain knowledge, Gondibert 
knows no "more of a fword than a girl of eighteen ; and 
has. not a grain more courage. 

Flor* [taking courage*] Why, as to that, Madam— 

Edg. As to that, Sir, I am confident it would make 
no difference to you j but as I know he won't fight, and 

Vol. IV. L ^ 
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only prefumes upon an infolent opinion that count 
rimond's courage is as queflionable as his own— 

Flor. \bluftering.'\ How, Madam! 

Edg. Lard, Sir, if you arc fo violent^ I fhall cert; 
fall into my tremors I (hall certainly want the 
port of your arm. 

Flor. \afide.~\ Mercy upon me ! and I (hall want 
very little killing afterwards if you do. 

Edg. I fay, Sir, I think he mould be properly exp< 
and I hope you'll act accordingly. 

Flor. Madam — excufe me — a coward is my aver; 
and you may depend upon his being chaftifed with 
exemplary feverity — But I mould be forry to miflak 
character. [ m rf/tde.'\ — You know he won't fight? — 

Edg. [tf little haj}ily.~] Sir, if you fufpe& my t 

city 

Flor, O Lord, Madam — no, not in the leaft. 

Edg, You'll excufe me, Sir; I am really afham 1 
of the liberty I have taken >Sir, your humble fen 

v 

Flor. Madam, your moffc obedient Thank he 

fhe's gone — It was a lucid interval ; but it would 
have been of much longer continuance. I'm oblig' 
her though, for her information — indeed am I — Ej 

I'll make a figure in this bufinef3 But, if the c 

lenge is coroing, I muft be at home to receive it. 

1 Enter fiver al Fairies. 

* I Fairy. Come away, come away ! 
* * We have jubilee to-day. 

* 2 Fairy. Wherefore, wherefore? 

* 3 Fairy* Tell me. 

* 4 Fairy. Tell me. 

* I Fairy. Ere the ev'ning fheds the dew, 

. « You fhall know; and you, and you; 

* 2 Fairy* What is finifh'd ? 

* 3 Fairy. What is plann'd? 

« I Fairy. Peace — the fillers are at hand.' 
Enter Elfina * and Grotilla, with many Fairies in ± 

€ tefque characters. 9 
£lf. Now we triumph! — now 'tis paft! 
Spells are broken, joy (hall lail! 
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Let the voice of mufic rife ; 
Mufic, grateful to the ikies. 

AIR, with Chorus. 
We triumph, we triumph, with vi&ory blefl ; 
And beauty and truth are of pleafure poffefs'd. 
Let mortals be told, and rejoice in the found, 
" No lovers henceforward *by fate (hall be bound;" 
There's now no conditions of pleafure but two, 
Which they all may fulfil — to be tender and true. 

Da cap*. 

4 Elf. Now let ev'ry elf and fay 

' Dance the laughing hours away : 

* Let your nimble feet rebound, 

* Lightly from the daified ground ; 

' Trip it round, and round, and round. 

[A dance, 
4 Elf. [flopping fuddenly.'] Hift — a mortal foot is nigh j 
' None muft here remain but 1. 
[Exeunt all but Elfina, nuho retires to the back of the 
'JlageS 

Enter Florimond. 

Ehr. This is the place, and this is the time but 

I fee no figns of my little Gondibertus Ha ! here 

comes a bona roba, whom I have not the honour tct 
know— Egad, this affair will turn out with an eclat — 
▼ery much to my honour — I'll make the raoft of it: I'll 
let her into my bufinefs here, without feeming to fee 
her. 

[Emmeline enters in her oivn habit, and obferves him* 
He affecls not to fee her ; but walks haflily to and 
again, often looking on his ivatcb 9 affecling great 
impatience ^ and f peaking as to himfelf. 
A poltroon ! not to meet me upon his own challenge— 
I'll make him know what it is to infult a man of ho- 
nour If the wretch had met with me, I would have 

given him his life ; but now to fpare him — a fcandal to 
mankind! Ha! \Ajfetls to be furprifd at feeing Emme- 
line.] Death, interrupted and discovered! — \_Halfafide.~\ 
Madam — I proteft — I am confounded — I am afraid that 

my natural impetuofity has a, a, a 

Entm. Sir, I am very forry that I fhould have intru- 

L 2 fc& 
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ded upon your privacy; but, perhaps, I have prevented 
fomething that would have had worfe confequences. 

Flor. Madam, I am not at liberty « ■ 

Emm. By the few words, Sir, which now involunta- 
rily efcaped you, I know that you are waiting here upon 
an affair of honour — but I intreat — 

Flor. Madam, it is impofiible— nothing but his life^ 
can atone for the infult. 

Emm. You will excufe a woman, tho* a ftranger, Sir* 
upon fitch an occafion : may I intreat to know, Sir, who 
has had the misfortune to incur the refentment of a gen- 
tleman, who feems fo little to deferve ill treatment and 
fo able to punifli it? 

Flor. Madam, you do me honour.— She is making ad~ 
vances already. [/^//^.^^—VVhy, Madam, as the treat- 
ment I have received makes it an act of juliice to tell 
what I mould otherw T ife rather die than difcover, I will 
cQmply with your requeft— Hem I A little dirty depen- 
dent upon the court, here, Madam, one Gondibert* 
thought fit to fend me a challenge, upon account of 
fomething I happened to fay concerning a lady, in whofe 
good graces I happen'd to be, and whom a foolifh young 
fellow that I was a friend to has thought fit to run away 
with ; and, Madam, though I have fa far treated him 
like a gentleman as to accept his challenge, he has not 
come to the place appointed, and it is now half an hour 
paft the time. 

.Emm, [looking out."]. Me think 8 I fee fomebody at a 
diftance coming this way ; perhaps that may be the gen- 
tleman 

Flor. \_ftarting, and looking out as afraid r .].Ab! egad 
that's certainly he — \_AJideJ\ Now, if he ftiould not be 
a coward at lait — Madam, a, a, a, for Cod's fake retire 
— ~for — a, a, a. 

■ Emm* Sir, I believe it will not be neceflary; for Vm 
pretty fure now that the gentleman is a friend of mine-— 

Flor.' A friend of youir'6, Madam! pray, who is he? 

Emm. A gentleman, Sir, who, I am fuie, will be ex*- 
tremely glad to be better known to you. 

Enter Edgar, in his proper drefs. 

Emm. \_ajide.'] Yc6, 'tis he, 'tis Edgar! with what 
elegance and dignity he looks the man! 

Big* 
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Edg. [a/ide.*] How foft, how lovely, in her female " 
drefs! 

Emm. [to Florimond.] Sir, as we are now no longer 
alone, I may confefs that I am not altogether a itranger 
to your peribn or your merit. — [To Edgar.] Sir, this is 
Florimond, a gentleman to whom both you and I have 
fome obligations, which I believe he is not at prefent 
aware of. 

Flor. Upon my word, Madam, you abfolutely con- 
found me — this exceflive honour— is it pofiible that I 
fhould have been fo happy as to confer obligations — — 
Pray, Madam, may I crave the honour of your name? 

Edg. Do you not at all recollect that lady, Sir? 

Flor. Upon my foul, Sir, I cannot fay that I do. 

Edg. Who, now, do you think it can pofiibly be, of 
all that your polite generofity has oblig'd? 

Flor. Let me perifh, Sir, if I can tell. 

Edg* Why, Sir, that lady is one Emmeline ; with 
whom, as (he tells me, you was formerly moil intimately 
acquainted ; and whom you lately converfed with, Sir, 
in difguife, by the name of Gondibert : 'tis among our- 
felves What! quite confounded, Sir? 

Flor, [recovering himfelfJ] Ha, ha, ha! confounded? 
Ha, ha, hat No, no, Sir: you have had your jelt, and 
I have had mine. I knew well enough who I was talk- 
ing to when 1 play'd upon the little Gondibertus — Ah ! 

I thought I fhould make you fmart for your frolic 

I told Elfrida my whole fcheme- 



Edg. You told Elfrida your whole fcheme 

Emm. But pray, Sir, as you did not know my per- 
ibn in my own drefs, how came you to know me in dif- 
guife? 

Flor* Why, Madam, to confefs the truth, I was let 
into the fecrct by a friend*— [4fide.~\ Egad, this goes 
fwimmingly 

Edg, Well, Sir ; but pray, give me leave to bring 
you acquainted with a perfon, who, I'm fure, you are at 

prefent totally a ftranger to Pray, who do you think 

1 am? 

-fifer- [afideJ\ Heaven knows! but I wifti I was fairly 
out rf your clutches — Upon my foul, Sir, I have not 
the honour to know you, any otherwifc than as a gen- 
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tleman whom. 1 mould fee extremely proud to confid* 
as my friend. 

Edg. Why, Sir* I have the honour tQ fee one Edgai 
a very (hallow fejlow, Sir, that you, had fqn>e kiadne 
fqr f becaufc he was aukwardly good naturcd: I have al 
had the honour to receive feyeral pf your civilities, und 
the name of Elfrifla — 'Tis among ourfelves. 

Flor. Sir, your moll humble fervant — I have at tl 
time fome urgent buiinefs 

Edg. So have J, Sir ; and therefore you muft n 
leave me yet-r-You may remember, Sir, that you to 
me your whole fcheme to punifh Emmeline for her fr 
lie, and to mortify her with ftories of herfelf by way 
joke. 

Flor. Sir, I befeech you-— 

Edg. Sir, I am extremely fprry for the occaiion ; b 
as this lady has pot got her fighting cloaths on, you mi 
e^cuie me if I take her challenge upon myfeif ; and { 
Sir [Draws.'] 'Tis among ourfelvea* 

Emm. What has mj tboughtlefs indifcretion donei 

flor. Ah, dear Sir, now you are too ferious— — - 

Emm. This muft not be— For heav'n'a lake, Edga 
hear me ! 

Edg. Fear not, my lave — Sir, whatever you may thin] 
this is but fport to what is to follow— and fo, Sir, witl 
out more words : 

Flor. O Lord, Sir ! — ^-1 befeech you, Madam— 

Emm, For my fake, Edgar- 



Edg. Truft me — Draw? Sir, or 

Flor. Sir, I don't defire to do you any harm f I doa 1 
upon my foul, Sir. 

Edg. Scoundrel, coward, draw J 
Emm. Confider, Edgar- 



Flor. Ay, do, dear Sir, consider . ■ ■ 

Edg. Con fider what? 

Flor. That I am but a poor, miferable, lying coa 
comb, Sir Indeed, Sir, I am 

Emm. It is better to difmifs him, Edgar, as beneat 
your rcfentment. 

Flor. So it is, indeed, Sir - a great deal better- 

Emm. He is worthy only of contempt. 

Flor. It is very true indeed, Sir. 

M 
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.&lg. Art thou not a wretch, without the lead prin- 
ciple of truth or honour ? 
/for. Yes, Sir. 

Edg. Art thou not infamous, as a flanderer and ft 
coward? 
Flor. Yes, Sir. 

Edg. Have not thy very follies the malignity of vices ? 
and is it not a difgrace to nature, to confider thee as a 
man? 

Flor. Any thing, dear Sir, if you will but fpare my 
life — If you choofe any .other fatisfa&ion, Sir ; if you 
would be content to kick me into, fome dark comer, and 
leave me, I fhould think myfelf under infinite obligations 
to you. 
Edg. Hence then — and be thyfelf thy punifhment! 

[Florimond rum off* 
As Florimond rum off y Elfina carries forward. 
Ha! — Fear not, my Emmelyie! It is a friendly pow'r, 
familiar to my fight. 

Evim. What! is (he known to you? — My friend! my 
guide! 
Edg. And mine ! — [Both run and kneel to her* 

' Elf. Rife both, both bleft! 

Emm. Forgive my diffidence — When my heart accu- 
fed you, I waa. overwhelmed with diftrefs ! — Your pro- 
mife to come at my call was not fulfill'd. 

Elf. I came not, that I might fend you hither : 
[pointing to Edgar.] Your friendihip was the^ parent of 
your love. 

Edg. I too have need of your forgivenefs ; pardon my 
diftruft. 
Elf. Say no more — your fathers now 
Ought to hear your mutual vow; 
Both the royal pre fence grace, 
Heroes both of Britifh race! 
Go, your duties there prefent ; 
I will anfwer for th' event. 
Long may virtue guard your breafl I 
Joy (hall then be long your gueft. 

[ The Fairy difappears. 
Edg. She's gone ! the kind propitious fpright, that 

has 
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has led us, hoodwink'd, to the happinefs which, feei 
we had mifs'd. 

Emm, Let us then hafle to follow her laft advice ; 
I can truft her now. 

* A Fairy behind the fcenes. 
* Edgar, Edgar, Edgar? 

* Ennn, Hark ! What voice ? 

* Edg, Perhaps fome other kind and invifible bein 
• There's mufic too [An overture to a J 

* Emm, It comes* another tiny fpright It car 

4 mean us ill It beckons you 

•RECITATIVE. 

* Fairy. Hear me, Edgar; hear, and truft! 

* Still be kind, and ftill be juft: 

' Truth and fondnefs that endure, 

* Love from jealoufy fecure* 

•A I R. 

* Take and keep the fated fair, 

* Born to give fupreme delight ; 

* Make her ever all thy care, 
'And fecure thy envied right. 

4 Clafp her to thy beating breaft, 
4 Round her lock thy faithful arms ; 

* Thefe will guard her virtue beft, 

4 Thefe will beft fecure her charms. 

* [The Fairy dijappec 
Edg, Come then, my fair, whom fate my love orda 
By whom kind heav'n o'erpays my fears and pains! 
Chos'n as thou art fox graces 'of the mind, 
Ere gold could influence, or defire could blind; 
Whofe charms, unfought, unknown, are friendflb 

dow'r; 
Whofe love on reafon founds its lafting pow'r. 
O ! might each pair thus work what fate intends, 
And none be lovers but who firft were friends ! 
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EPILOGUE 

Written by Mr GARRICK. 
Spoken by Mrs YATES. 

OLD times, old fa fb ions, and the Fairier, gone ; 
Let us return, good folks, to fisfty-one— 
To this bleft time, ye Fair, of female glory, 
When pleasures unforbidden lie before ye ! 
No fprius to fright you now, no guardian elves; 
Your wife directors art— your own dear felves— • 
And every fair one feels, from old to young, 
While thefeyour guides — you never can do wrong. 
Weak were the fex of yore— their pleafurcs few- 
How much more wife, more fpirlted are You ? 
Would any Lady Jane, or Lady Mary, 
Ere they did this or that, jconfult a Fairy ? 
Would they permit this faucy pigmy crew, 
For each fmall flip, to pinch them black and blue? 
Well may you Quidder— for, with all your charms, 
Were this the cafe— good beav'n, what necks arid arms ! 

Thus did they ferve our grandames heretofore— 
The very thougnt muft make us moderns fore! 
Did their poor hearts for cards or dancing beat, 
Thefe elves fais'd bliflers on their hands and feet t 
Tho' Loo the game, and fiddles play'd moft fweetly— 
They could not fqueeze dear Pam, nor foot Moll Featly*. 
Were wives with hufbands but a little wilful, 
Were they at that &me Loo a Hull fkilful ; 
Did they with pretty fellows laugh or fport— 
Wear ruffs too fmall, or petticoats too Abort r 
Did they, no matter how, difturb their cloaths; 
Or, over-lilied, add a little rofe ! 
Tliefe fpiteful Fairies rattled round their beds, 
And put ftrange frightful nonfenfe in their heads! 
N«y, while the hulband fnor'd and prudifh aunt, 
Had the fond wife but met the dear gallant — 
Tho' lock'd the door, and all as ftill as night- 
Pop thro' the key-hole whips the Fairy fprfte, 
Trips round the roam—" My hu/band 1" Madam crier— 
" The devil ! where !" the frighted beau replies^- 
Jumps thro* the window— fhe calls out in vain- 
He, cur'd of love— and cool'd with drenching rain, 

Swear? " Dem him if he'll e'er intrigue again!" 

Thefe were the tricks of old— But all allow, 
No childiib fears diftttrb our fair ones now.— 

Ladies, for all this trifling, 'twould be bed 
To keep a little Fairy in your breaft : 
Not one that mould with modern paftions war ; 
But juil to tweak you — when you go too far. 
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ACT I. 

Scene, A Hall in General Worry'.; houfe % adorned witl 
fc military trophies ; through the folding doors of which, L 
feen a part of the garden. 

Narcissa and Jennt. 

Jenny. 

INDEED, Ma'am, I don't like to go near him *— 
befidcs, what the deuce fhould he want with me \ 
Nar. Oh, fome frefti complaints, I'll warrant you:— 
but I defire you'd go. 

Jen* Lud, Ma'am ! he's fuch an old fufpicious mortal 

tha 
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that I can do no good with him : — and 'tis a fhame to 
throw away good reafoning and fine fentiment upon fo 
unfeeling a 

JW. Prithee, don't be trifling now, girl-, but go to 
him, and let us know the worft. 

Jin. Well, to oblige you, Ma'am, I'll venture any 
thing. [Exit Jenny; 

Narciffa alone. 

Why was I doom'dto envy the free-born villager?— 
or what do I derive from fortune or education, but re- 
flexions which render my confinement infupportable— 
The family-quarrel which feparates me from the man I 
love, and my father's unreafonable fufpicions, lie heavy 
on my fpirits :— deny'd even to breathe that pure air, 
which nature defigned as a common blefling to all her 
creatures ! — Surely the time will come when I mall re- 
gain my liberty, and my Byron have an opportunity of 
fefuming the tender fubje& of his paflion, fo cruelly cut 
off ia its infancy. 

AIR I. 

Soft Fancy, thou truant to me, 

My fummons oh quickly obey ! 
Neglected by Byron and thee, 
. How heavily paffes the day ! 
Thy charms I've miftaken for Xiove's, 

So artfully doft thou beguile ; 
Thy magic enlivens the groves, 

When he has forgotten to fmile ! 

Enter Jenny hajlily. 
Jen, Oh dear, Ma'am ! — charming news, Ma'am ! 
\ Nar* Thou art a mad girl : — but what is the caufe of 
this tranfport ? 

Jen. Lud, Ma'am ! as I hope to live and breathe, 
your papa is going down to the borough to vote for his 
friend Mr Indigo the Nabob, and his nephew Sir 
Harry Muff, the fweet fpark that lines his cloaths with 
fur in the dog-days — and your lover that is to be — 
Nor. My lover that is to be ! — But prithee, go oh — 
£fen* And fo, Ma'am, he has given «us leave to di- 
vert ourfejves in the plantations till he returns : — he 
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fent Spy in fearch of you, to tell you of it before he 
iaw me. 

Nar. Indeed! 

Jen. Yes, indeed and indeed, Ma'an*— I wifh I 
could let fomebody know of it, that— he might pay us 
a YiTit. 

Nar. That's impoflible, Jenny; — But. foft! hefe 

comes my father's cabinet- counfellor. 

Enter Spy. 

Nor. Well, Sir, what's your bufinefs? 

Spy. Bufinefs, Ma'am !— -no great matter of bufinefs* 
truly ; only his wormip ordered me to tell you, that he 
was going to the election at Tipplewell ; and fo, if 
you thought fit> you and Mrs Jenny might recreate 
yourfclves in the pleafure-grounds (as 'tis a fine day) till 
he returns. 

Jen. There's kindnefs for you, Madam ! 

Spy. But he charg'd me to tell you, he'd have no Id- 
ling out of the fummer-houfe window that looks to the 
high-road ; — nor no finging, for fear yo,u mould fear the 
wild ducks that are hatching in the ifland; — nor no— 

Jer.. opening our eyes, I fuppofe, for fear we 

fhould fee any thing in the fhnpe of a man ! — nowyaut 
bolt's fhot! — Your mailer's very kind, truly: after <te 
priving us of every enjoyment for three months paft, h* 
how fets a dim before us, and generoufly tells us we mttfl 
not tafle of it. 

Spy. Why you know, Mrs Jenny, I would refufe jot 
nothing ; not even if you were to take a liking to flU 
myfelf. 

Jen. That would be a fine dim indeed ! 

Nar. Come, come* no more of this ; you may tel 
.fyour mailer, I think myfelf obliged to him, even for thi 
limited indulgence :— what does the fellow flaad fo lifc 
a ftatue for ? 

Spy. I only waits to let you in, that's all. 

Nar. You may fave yourfelf that trouble, by gifia 
the keys to my maid. 

Jen. Come give them to me, Sir — 

Spy. — But axing y©ur pardon, Mifs NarckTa, that 
hot the cafe neither; I was ordered to leek the ganki 
doors after you, and ca*ry the keys back to your papa, 

No 
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Nan Lock us in I for what ? 

Jen. Ay, for what,. Sir ? 

Spy* For— for— oh ! — — only for fear the turkeys 
Jhould get in and eat up all the ftrawberries, that's all. 

Non I underftand my father's cruel fufpicions : but 
thou haft more delicacy than thy mailer ; go open the 
gates. {Exit Spy* 

Jen. Now, Ma'am ! — if Mr Byron be the gentleman 
I take him for, he'll find it out fome how or other that 
the old gentleman has left his Watch, and be here in the 
twinkling of an eye. 

Nan Ah Jenny ! 'tis three long weeks— 

Jen. So it is, Ma'am, fince he blew you the laft kifs 
from the orchard-wall, by moon-light : — I'm fure it al* 
moft melted my heart, it was fent up with fuch a deep 
figh. — Poor young gentleman ! — I wifh I was not of fo 
tender a confti^ution myfelf in thefe cafes. 

Nan Heyday! — why, 1 fhall look upon thee as my ri* . 
val prefently : — Well, I muft confefs, girl, that Byron 
finds in thee a powerful advocate, and I a faithful con* 
fidante : I hope we (hall be enabled to reward thy fi- 
delity. 

Jen* I mould be fufficiently repaid. Ma'am, in feeing 
you happy*— Dear me ! if he would but come now and 
offer* himfelf a candidate here, we might have a fnug 
little election of our own; he (hould have my vote \ and 
If I know any thing of eyes, I don't think but you'd im- 
mediately return him* 

Nan Faith, I cannot fwear that I wou'd not, Jenny. 

Jen. Lord, Ma'am, I can eafily clamber over the 
(pales if they do lock us in :— let me go then, and fee if 
I can find him any where. 

Nan Heavens, girl> not for the world ! — After fuch 
ta imprudent advance on my part, I need not wonder if 
a cool indifference mould fucceed on his : for I have 
been told, Jenny, that men always fet a value upon a 
conqueft, in proportion to the eafe or difficulty with 
Which it is obtain'd.— Arid yet I long to fee him ! — But 
come* I am impatient to enjoy once more the beauties of 
ftaturet t am going into the drawing-room for my 
book %. you?ll find me at one of my favourite feats, 
vtiere I really long to reft myfelf. [Exit Narw 

Vol. IV. M y»- 
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Jenny, alone* 
Poor young lady ! — I wonder die holds it out folong: 
ho fleep o' nights, and her little heart hurry (curry, hur- 
ly fcurry, all day. — The deuce take the men, fay I, fof 
a pack of unfeeling numfkulls; they are all alike — won- 
derfully loving, when locks and bars are between ; but if 
you give 'em a favourable opportunity, not one in ten oi 
them has the brains to make ufe of it. 

AIR II. 
"Fie ! fie ! filly man, 
Your foft nonfenfe forego * 

No heart you'll trepan 
With your fighing — heigho ! 
Jpor that's not the way a fond damfel to woo. 
A truce to your whining, 
Your fobbing, and pining J 
But prefs her ! 
Carefs her ! 
The bufinefs is done, and (he'll foon buckle too. 

\Exit Jena-J 

Enter General Worry, difecyering jenny as Jin goes e&^ 

Gen* There's a baggage -for you now ! Zounds ! if 
had dole a march upon her a minute fooner, I fhould h»v 
catch'd 'em out !— Damme, if the life I now lead is no 
more perilous thai! when I was upon the coaft <o 
France, and expected a mine to be fprung upon i*i< 
every ftep I advanced. — A fine bouncing girl, fcribblinj 
dying fortgs and love-letters from morning till night, 
'and fnivelhng day after day for liberty, in order to run 
away with fome fcape- grace, who'll cut my throat to gel 
in for my fortune ; — and an Abigail, crafty enough to 
debauch the morals of a Lapland virgin ! — 'Tis too much 
for an invalid of fixty-fi vH — But, upon fecond thought^ 
there can come no great harm on letting them out tor » 
little while: — bciides, it will give Narcifla a blotm 
againft I bring Sir Harry home with mfe 

[Enter Spy, <wbifllingt and leading a large ntaftif 

Spy. Here, Dragon ! Dragon ! 

Gen* Well, Spy !-*-what, have you let 'em out? 

Spy. Yes, your honour's worfhip, I let 'em loofe.— It 
would bavc done your heart good to fee 'em: they jutop'A 

and 
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and frifk'd about, for all the world, like rabbits in a 
warren. 

Gen. But did you double-lock all the gates ? 

Spy. Yes, your honour : and I've unmuzzled Dragon, 
and am going to let him loofe in the back yard* 
• Gen. Well, that's right; but fuppofe they fhould 
clamber over the pales, and elope ? I've heard of fuch 
things in my time \ 

Spy. So have I ; but they mufl fcramble dcucedly if 
they do: — indeed, for the matter of that, Mrs Jenny has 
a fine ft ride with her. 

Gen, Are you fure now, Spy, that you've feen no 
ftifpicious kind of body lurking about the grounds thit 
Week paft. 

Spy. Not a foul, indeed, your honour; nor can I track 
any thing but the foot of farmer Brown's Tom cat, that 
comes caterwauling after Mifs Narcifla's Tabby ; and, if 
I catch him, I fancy I (hall (lop his rambles. 

Gen* Well then, all's well. — But I'm wailing time 
lierc — 111 fet out — Nothing mould have tempted me 
Srom home, but the fear of affronting my old friend In- 
digo.— Sir Harry will have a fine eftate, in a ring- 
fence dofe to mine, — he's worth a little powder. ■ ■ ■ 
Come, Spy, you and Dragon to your pods : — you muft 
iave an hawk's eye. upon 'em ; — and be fure you don't 
tipple upon guard : — behave like a foldier to-day, and 
I'll give you leave to get drunk to-morrow by day- 

Spy. Thank your honour, I'll take you at your word. 
{Gotngi returns.'] Your worfhip [pointing toDragonl^ we 
J are a pair of (launch friends or deadly enemies. 

[Exit with Dragon. 
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Jt Gen. — Now I recollect, there is certainly a confpiracy 
rfel againft me ; for I traced a man's foot upon the tulip -bed, 
j-J a full inch longer than Spy's or any of the gardeners. — 
jj If I find her out, I don't know what I (hall da in my 

paffion ! — perhaps take a fecond rib, and get a fon and 

heir to did nherit her ! 

AIR IN. 
What new curfes fpring up, 
Ji To replenifh man's cup, 

rB 4 Tho* heaven in pity has borrowed his wife ! 
;| Ma \3k 



1 
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His daughter will grieve him, 
With plots to deceive him : 
"But mine ! — oh, I'll match her 
The firft time I catch her, 
Attempt, a young jade, to embitter my life I \JZ* 

Narcifia difcovered on a garden-feat* reading : — Jenny < 
terlng haflily to her with a bird* 

Jen. La, Ma'am !~- 1 have caught the fweeteft lit 
linnet in the green-houfe that ever you faw in all yc 
born days : — how its link heart goes pit-a-pat ! — 01 
Jook at it, Ma'am. 

Nar. Dcpriv'd of liberty my felf, I cannot behold t 
pretty captive without emotion. — Prithee, let it go. 

Jen. But, perhaps, we may never catch it aga 
Ma'am ; and I want to hang it up as a companion 
my little bullfinch. 

Nar. The generous find more true delight in reftori 
their prifoners to freedom, than in all the advantaj 
they derive from their captivity. — Pretty fportive en 
lures ! though we envy them their liberty, never let 
be {aid that we invade the fmalleft of their little pri 
leges. • 

[While thefymphony is playing^ Jenny r shafts the hi 

A I R IV. 
Love unfettered is a bl effing 

Nature's commoners enjoy ; 
Soured of raptures paft expreffing, 

Which no tyrant laws deftroy. 
Come, ye fongfters! wing around me, 

Tell me all ye know of love : 
Watchful of your young you've found me ;— 

—-Hark! they carol through the grove, 

[Love unfetter'd, &c. Da Ca 

Jen. Ay, Ma'am ! — and I'd be as free as the Is 
myfelf, if I had the fortune that you'll have, and not 
mew'd up any longer. 

Nar. But there's fuch a thing as reputation, Jenr 
—and my father never fails to tell me 'tis to be prei 
ved but by prudence and philofophy. 

Jen* Philofophy ! what the deuce does he mean 
that? 

N 
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Afa/v That I fjiould fubdue all my feelings, I fuppofe' 
in compliment to his. 

Jen. Is that his philofophy ? — Oh never think of it, 
Ma'am, 'till you can think of nothiug elfc.— I dare 
fwear, your papa never thought any thing about it till 
. he found himfelf a philofopher againft his will. 

A I R V. 
Since his worfhip forfooth, 
Having loft his fweet tooth, 
Forbids you Love's feaft 
Which no more he can taftc, 
Be advis'd, and he'll find you a tartar ! 
Talk of lovers to vex him ; 
Intrigue to perplex him.— 
What ! give nature the lie ? 
By my Mars would not I, 
Though 1 dy'd the next moment her martyr. 
Nar. There's fomething of reafon in that girl ; — or 
rather, there's fomething in it, I believe, that flatters 
my own inclinations. — Be that as it may. — methinks, if 
. Byron were prefent, I mould not heiitate to fly with him 
*ay where. 

. jfen. Lud, Ma'am ! if you could but behold yourfelf 
this moment, you'd fee the charming difference between 
.a defpairing damfel and one who loves with fpirit :— 
for my part, I always think it time enough for a wo- 
man to defpair when you may count her age by her 
wrinkles. 

( .Afar. Thy pleafantry, -girl, generally carries confola- 
tion along with it. — Well ! though I cannot but fome- 
times lament his abfence, yet I receive comfort from thy 
comuely which tells me I (hall one day or other fee are- 
vcrfc of fortune.— Oh! how tranfporting the idea, Jenny \ 

A I R VL 
Thus the midnight-temped raging 

Strikes the failor with difmay ; 
Furious winds and waves engaging, 

Banifh every hope of day ! 
But at dawn, their wrath fubfidihg, 

Ocean wears a tranquil face ; 
Joy, through every current gliding 
Calms his bofom into peace. 
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Jen. Hufli! huih ! — As I hope to be married, yon 
dcr's that arch-mongrel Spy upon the watch behind tit 

mulberry-tree there; and now he's coming this way 

What if I could prevail upon him to go down to th 

cle&ion, and make me deputy-turnkey. 

Nar. That's impoffible ; he gets too much by watch 
ing us, to give up his poft for nothing. 

Jen. Do you call love nothing? — Confider what yoi 
feel yourfclf, Madam, and then think of poor Spy's fuf 
ferings. — Ha, ha, ha! — He's dying for me ; and fo if hi 
won't betray every body elfe to obey me, he (hall dangi 
upon that willow before I give him a fingle grain o 
hope. — However, take your book, and go reft yourfel 
in your favourite bower near the fountain, while I tr 
the power of my charms — He muft give up his mafte 
or me : fo don't fear our fuccefs. 

Nar. Profper thee, my faithful girl! [Exit Nar 

Enter Spy. 

Spy. Your fervant, Madam Jenny: — 'tis a tteifed fii* 
iay, and you're all alone, I fee. — 1 am with you indeed 
—but then I'm nobody, Mrs Jenny, trakfs you'd fmfl 
upon me. 

Jen. Smile upon you, Mr Spy ? — you are nobody in 
deed? — Can an Englifhwoman, and -a friend to libert 
and the rights of the conftitution, fmile upon a crea 
ture • 

Spy. Creature! — am I a creature, Mrs Jenny?— wlr 
you make me as bad as Dragon. 

Jen. You are worfe, Mr 6py : he's a dumb creature 
and knows no better; — but you can talk, and talk finely 
Mr Spy. 

Spy. Thank you for that, Mrs Jenny : — to be fare, '. 
can talk a little when I am half-cock'd- 

Un. Fie for ftiamc! then, Mr Spy !— Fie for fhame 
!an a freeborn woman like myfelf, who would giv 
iip my life, nay more — perhaps my honour, for my coun 

ti y— 

Spy. That is noble indeed! 

Jen. — Shall I fmile upon a creature, who, whilft hi 
country's rights are in danger at the election of Tipple 
well, can meanly and inglorioufly flay at home to watd 
the motions of two innocent young ladies, when he ihou'c 

b< 
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be huzzaing, drinking, and breaking windows, for li- 
berty and property? — 

Spy. Indeed and fo I mould — How her fine fpeechcs 
melt* body! 

Jen. O fie for fhame, Mr Spy ! — never afk for my 
fades. My fmiles, my hand, and my heart, ftmll be 
given to a man only, and an Englifhman. 

Spy. I am both a man and an Englifhman : — but what 
fign&es all that, when I have no money in my pocket ? * 
—If I had but one piece of iilver to prime me with a 
little, no man mould Hand firmer by you and his country 
than little Spy would. 

Jen. You man't want for that then, tho' 'tis the only 
companion to my filver thimble : — here, Mr Spy. 

[Gives him money »• 
Spy. Now one little roguiih fmile, that I'd give a thou- 
fand of thefe for — and the keys are your own. 

Jen. Deareft Mr Spy [curtejying and /nti/ing."] I 
thank you ! 

Spy. Had they been the keys of the ftrong-beer cel- 
lar, you mould have had 'em ! — Thus I furrender up the 
gamfon for the prefent, [giving her the keysJ\ And now 
to protect the laws, liberties, and property of Old Eng- 
land [Going, returns.'] — Perhaps, Mrs Jenny, I may 
return bold enough to intrcat another favour, — may I 
hope? 
Jen, A patriot may hope — never to figh in vain ! 
Spy. That '8 noble again! — I'll only ftep and. mount 
ny garters, and return in an inftant ;— you mall let me 
oat at the back gate, and I'll whifk down to the borough 
as quick as a nine-pounder. 

That — for my matter ! — By your fmiles I'm bleft ; 
Ale L love ! and liberty ! now fire my b re aft. 

[Exit Spy. 
Jenny, laughing. 
Ha, ha, ha! there's a pretty fool now! — If the fate of 
a kingdom had depended upon it, the gudgeon would 
have bit juft the fame. - Let fhort- lighted politicians fay 
what they will about the power of money, a little well- 
diflembled love will go farther, take my word for it. 

[Exit Jenny. 
8cims 9 A perfpettive view tf the General' 7 (ark; on an 
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oak-tree near the paling of 'which U the uftal infcrif* 
Hon cf— Men- traps and fp ring-gun*, 5c c. 

Enter Byron. 
By this time the old buck is loft in the general up- 
roar of an election — What a lucky dog was I to catch 
a glimpfe of him as he pafs'd along the road!— -Let him 
choofe whom he pleafes —I am happy that I refua'd the 
folicitatiori8 of my friends, as my fuccefs would but have 
increafed his refentment. — Give me, kind Fortune, but 
thy voice in Love's foft election, and 1 care not who are 
the reprefentatives of a tumultuous borough! — But here's 
the blefl retreat of my Narcifla. 

AIR VIT. 
t}ow oft through this refponfive grove 

Has fofteft Echo told my tale! 
Whene'er me caught my notes of love, 

She gently bore them down the vale ! 
The fcene renew'd, my wakeful breaft 

Now joyful beats to love's alarms; 
Ye powers who pity the diftreft, 

Transport me to Narciffa's arms! 

•Heyday! — \difcovering the infer iption.~]—VJhi\ 



new bugbear have we here ?— " Men-traps and fpring- 

" guns fet in thefe grounds day and night." Well 

done, General! — Indeed you plann'd things a little bet- 
ter lail war, or we mould not have heard fo much of your 

exploits. — Ha, ha, ha ! Such a device might fecure 

your ducks and geefe, but not the game I'm in purfuit 
of, I aflure you : — fo, with my coufin Ranger — Up I go ! 
—up I go! — [getting upon the pales.'] — There — now if 
the Cyprian deity has not taken care to draw all the 
charges of his fpring-guns, and blunt the teeth of his 
fteel-traps, I'm mifUken in my goddefs ! — So love and 
fortune go with me. [Jump* over* 

A C T It 

Jenny alone v 

I Knew I could coax him to make a fool of him/elf* 
and give me the keys;— Hark ! did not I hear Some- 
thing ? No i I believe it ww only the aoife of the caf- 

cade: 
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cade : but it put my heart into my mouth ! — Egad, if 
Mifs Narcifla was to be catch'd deeping — and the poor 
thing takes a very found nap— there would be a fine fpot 
of work; but I believe there's no great danger, for the 
gardeners can't be come back from the election yet :— 
Well, I'll e*en, take a run acrofs the green, and fee if I 
can fpy him for her. — Pretty creatures, I (hould like to 
bring them together!— and for all (he's fo fly, and looks 
fo demure, my word for it flie'U have no objection.— If 
all women were like me, they'd cut the matter very (hort j 
for my tongue and my heart always go together. 

AIR VIII. 
Fine ladies may tell us 
They hate pretty fellows, 
Defpife little Cupid — his quiver and dart $ 
But when love's only by, 
Not a prude will deny, 
That man tho' a tyrant's the lord of her heart. 
. So bewitching a creature ! 
So noble each feature ! 
My bofom commands- me to take his dear part : 
Then how can 1 conceal 
What my eyes will reveal? — 
That he mull, and he will be — the lord of my heart. 

( Byron difcevered in an attitude of furprzft) beholding 
Narcifla afieep in a jefantmt ionuer. 




my Narcifia's heavenly 
nature's matchlefs hand! 

AIR IX. 
My bofom's on fire ! 
It throbs with defire I 
Say whither, ye gods, (hall I fly? 
Love prefies my flay ; 
But {hould I obey, 
To my paifions a vi&im I die. 

[Going, returns. 
■But ftay: — thus will I obey the dictates of ho- 



nour as well as love. Thanks to love and the defcrip- 
tivc author of the jjtafons. fTaket a card from h'u foe- 

ket* 



N 
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ket t and write*.]— —There :— — io atonement forth* 
innocent trefpafs on thy foft repofe, I will become thy 
watchful guardian, and protect thee from the eye of any 
rude ohferver. — But foft! my eager tranfpprt has di« 
fturb'd her :— flic wakes-— and fee, (he (brinks even at na- 
ture's voice ; — alarm'd, and blufhing at the doubtful 
breeze ! I mull conceal myfel£. 

[He retired behind a tree, 
Nardfla, awaking. 

Kar. Methought I heard fome human voice ! 

Thcfe fleeplefs eyes, wearied with perpetual watching*, 
betrayed me into {lumber: — Sure no eye profane peep'd 
thro 9 yon clofe recefs, and in my unguarded moment! 
Ah! what's here? [Seeing the card.]— — Then I'm 
undone; [Comes forward and reads.] 
■ — " Sleep on my fair, 

" Yet unbehcld, fave by the facred eye 
" Of faithful love: I go to guard thy haunt, 
" To keep from thy recefs each vagrant foot, 
" And each licentious eye." 

4ft er a paufe of wonder] It is — it is my Byron's 

1-known hand !— Then why thefe mixt emotions hard 
to be defcxib'd? why heaves my labouring breaft, except 
to bid eternal welcome to its long-lov'd lord? — No, my 
Byron, no ! thy virtuous merit fhall go no longer unre- 
warded. — But where is he ? — fled ? — Affift me then, 
love's favourite mufe, that thus expremng my own feek 
logs, I may alleviate the feverity of his* 

[She write* and Jugs. 

A I R X. 

Dear youth, my fond heart you have won, 
'Tis a truth that it cannot deny; 

Love's fetters have made us but one, 
Then tell me — ah! why didft thou fly? 

My hand (hall thy honour repay, 
As wltnefs this amorous iigh ! 

So believe me, when hither you ftray, 

You need not 

[Byron difcovering himfelft Jings — I never will fly 

Nar. [dropping the card.] Heavens defend me! 
£jr. Forgive me, lovely maid, for thus breaking £■ 



r! 



TH£ RIVAL CANDIDATES. i 4 j 

upon thofc angelic {trains: — if I have miftaken their 
fweet harmonious burden, I am fufEciently punifhed for 
toy prefumption. 

Nar. [beholding him afft8ionatclyJ\ My faithful Byron ! 
•— < why mould my tongue deny what my looks, fighs, 
*nd every action of my life, proclaim ?— -In the infancy of 
affection, hypocrify may be merit ; but when love is af- 
fured of love, concealment would be folly, and prudery 
a crime* 

A I R XL 

Nar. —Here I plight a maiden's vow !— 

Byr-m — By thy beauteous fclf I fwear!— * 
Nar. Thou (halt be my guardian now! 
Byr. Thou (halt be my only care I 

DUET. 
Here we plight, &&•—•> 

tenter Jenny hajlily. 

yen. Oh, flop your piping! — Who the deuce would 
have thought of feeing you here? — [To Byron] — Your 
(apa, Ma'am, is this moment return'd, and Sir Harry 
Muff along with him ; they'll be in at the gate in the 
twinkling of an eye. 

Nar. Oh we are undone then; what mall we do? 

Syr. How, for your fake* (hall I avoid them ? 

yen. Oh, dear Ma'am, 1 have it ! — run both of you 
*ith me into the temple, and I'll bolt you in fafe enough. 
—■I've been forced to play at bo-peep with him there it 

hundred and a hundred times before now myftlf In, 

% in— [Exeunt to the temple* 

Gen. Worry, and Sir Harry Muff. 

tiirffar. No, Sir ;— thefe things never give a mo* 
dent's uneafinefs to a man of the world, fur tnon hon* 

X*en. No?— -What the devil, to be ktck'd out of yoifr 
birthright by an impudent young fceundrel, the fecond 
ion of an obftinatt fool of a baronet) and not take fire 
*tit? YouM make a damn'd frne foldier! 

Sir Han We take fire at nothing, Gem Worry. You 
fine gentlemen of the, laft century wore yourfelves out 
^ith your-gun-powder pafiions before you were men.— 
■or cxttmpfcj your fire has burnt you to tho bonei Gen*- 
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ral ; fo that you are in reality nothing but a colle&ioj) 
of tinder and touchwood 

Gen. Damme, you've not a Angle fpark of fire in 70m 
whole compofition. 

Sir Har. Pafiion of any kind agitates the human fram< 
mod horribly ; and therefore we of the high ton have no 
paffions at all ; indeed our lives may be properly ftyled 
H kind of agreeable vegetation. 

Gen. Agreeable vegetation!— what a devil of a huf» 
band will this fellow make? \_Afide* 

Sir Har. But I'm all agog for a fight of your delici- 
ous daughter — they tell me file's a fine cretur; is (he any 
thing like Maria? — [Taking off bis bat, 

Gen. What the devil has he got there ? — A picture in 
his hat in (lead of a button. 

Sir Har. — A-propos, has NarcifTa good teeth? 

Gen. What the devil will he aflc me next ? [Afidc^ 
I'll anfwer for't, fhe*ll do your table no difcredit, if 
that's all. — But, zounds—- 

Sir Har. Table ! why, my dear General* we do not 
tfnderftand each other:— Do you ferioufly imagine, that 
teeth, in this enlightened age, like, your green-handled 
knives and forks, are mechanically conftru&ed for catr 

Gen. Why, what the devil would you have 'em Con* 
ftru&ed for? 

Sir Har. Quel fauvage! [Afide^ Why, General, if 
you mull know, the teeth belonging to perfons of fafhion 
<are tortur*d into beauteous femi»circles, and polifh'd 
thrice a-day for the admiration of the beholders. 

Gen. And that's the reafon, I fuppofe, why our fine 
gentlemen are always upon the broad grin j— a fet of 
flop- dawdle J) uppies! 

Sir Har. Why, do you really think, General) that I 
mould cut fo capital a figure in a fafhionable grin, if t 
had delv'd all my days in tough Old Englifh roan; beef 1 } 

Gen. I tell you, I neither know nor caret — but one 
thing, I fancy, you'll find, that my daughter will not 
eafily be prevail'd upon to give up her notions of fub* 
ftantials, in compliment to your delicate appetite. 

Sir Har. Oh leave that' to me, General! — I mall food 

-toake a convert of her \ or wh jr have I fcakd tafc lofty 

1 A!J*> 



THE RIVAL CANDIDATES. 145 

Alps, and fwcpt the aromatic vales of bleft Italia :— if 
Narcina is fortunate enough to have a gufto for poetry 
and mu£c 9 I lhall make a rapid conqueit. 

Gen. Damn your mufic and poetry! for both of you 
together would turn Worry-Hall into a madhoufc. 

{Jfide. 

Sir. Har. You muft know, General, that the mufes, 
all nine, fmil'd upon my birth, add Apollo flood god- 
father to me by proxy. 

Gen* Damme, but I believe he's touch'd! [Afidt. 

Sir Har. I have written a fong that has made a little 
rioifc in the polite world ; — ind tack'd the crotchets to 
it myfclf . 

Gen. His crotchets!— —Oh he's paft recovery. 

Sir Har. — Nay, xhzfgavoire vivre, of which I've the 
honour to be a member, fore'd their annual prize upon 
me for the compofition. — You muft know, we were ral* 
lied a little upon a certain occafion by the female wits 
of the coterie; fo you may guefs who was nVd upon for 
our literary champion. X.dffeftcdly.'} You fhall' have 
it* though it will lofe much of its effect from the pref- 
fure of an Engliih atmofphcre upon the delicate organs 
of my pipe« 

Gen. [waiting about baftilyS] Mad as a March hare. 

AIR XII. 
Ladies, in vain 
Why entertain 
Hopes to bewitch us with love's artful wiles? 
Ceafe to do fo, 
Since you all know, 
We have his patent for dimples and fmiles. 
Gentler beaux that pow'r poffeffing, 

Yield no more to your alarms; 
Each his fcented felf carefling, 

Quite enamour'd with his charms! 
Pretty play things, all adieu! 

Now diflblvc in am'rous fighs ; 
We a fofter clime purfue, 

Froze too long beneath your eyes. Dai Capo* 

Gem — — Pftia! damn your finging, iXtftfw^^«^ 
VouIV. j N tafci 
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fine, but I'm not in a humour to relifh it: — I'm touch'd 
to the quick at being flung by the Byrons ; and yd 
you feem to mind it no more than the loft of a matcl 
of billiards. 

Sir Har. My dear General, be composed as I 2m;— 
and don't fret yourfelf in this abfurd manner. ■ 

Gen. I won't be compos'd ;— damme, but I will frel 
myfelf . — Indeed, if I was of your cucumber-like difpofl 
tion, you might expect to find me as fine a piece of ftil 
life, agreeable vegetation, as yourfelf; but — no, no, no 
Sir!— 

Sir Har. Now, indeed, General, I mean to refent theii 
treatment ; and to fhow you I'm in earneft, I'll lodge s 
petition againft them, by this light ! 

'Gen* Ay 5 why there you are right, for your ground 
are good enough. — 

Sir Har. 'Pon honour, General, you mail be com- 
manding officer for the day. 

Gen. If that's the cafe, I have a plan.— But I'm fc 
tir'd. — Walk with me into the temple, and I'll tell it t< 
you. — I am fure we (hall difcover fome underhand deal' 
ings of this young tfafcal's at the bottom, and don't 
doubt of bringing it^home to him. — [Finding the doori 
faft.2 What the devil's the' meaning of this? — why, th< 

door's faften'd within. \JLiJlens at the key-hole.]— 

Zounds ! here are fome villains concealed with a defigr 
to rob the houfe ; liflen, Sir Harry. [Sir Harry put; 
hit ear to the door."] Here, Robin, Matthew, Jerry!— 
why, , where the devil arc thefe fcoundrels got to I 

Sir Har. Why really, General, I do hear a kind o: 
confederate buz. — [Enter Robin, 

Rob. What's your honour's will? 

Gen. "Here, break open the door dire&ly: fom< 

thieves have hid themfelves within - fide ! 

Rob- Have they, your worflup?^ — then we'll foon hav< 
them out.— — Come along ,my boys. [Enter Mat. am 
Jerry.] — Thieves in our garden ! we'll let them know 
that nobody mall encroach upon our privileges, without 
<a good ducking, however. — 

. [They burft open the door with their /fades 9 and dip 
cover Byron : — the gardeners laugh. 

&ctt* ^-Jfrcll and the devil! what have we got here 2 
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—Your fenratit, Mr Byron : — I give you joy of your 
ek&ion, Sir! — [Sneer inglyJ] — How compos'd the rafcat 
ftands! — what, I fuppoie, you are a flick of agreeable 
vegetation too? 

Sir If ar. This is rather too much, damme! upon hi* 
return for one borough, to be canvaffing for another.—- 
Don't you fmoke a petticoat, General ? 

{The General looking inquijithefy. 

Byr. Gentlemen, my prefent fituation prevents me 
from returning your raillery.— 

Gen. Fire and fmoke ! my daughter's maid Jenny !— 
why, huffy, how dare you be lock'd up with fuch a rake 
as this. 

Jen. La, Sir ! the gentleman only afk'd to fee the 
temple, and fo I thought there was no harm in mowing 
it him. 

Sir Har. Comingly kind, by all that's plump and 
lovely ! 

Gem How the devil did he get in when the gates were 
all lock'd ? — But 'tis a lie, huffy, he came caterwaul- 
ing after you. But get about your buflnefs, you jade ! 
you (han't flay in my houfe another minute ! — 
. Byr. Nay then, Sir, I hope it will not offend you, 
• fince it can. no longer be concealed, if I produce the 
ttoft delicate teftimony of our innocence. — 

v \J>* e PP* n g back* dif covers Narcifla. 

- Sir Har. Doubtlefs, by this light ! 

Gen. Narcifla! Traitor! deliver up my daughter,., 
whom you have feduced, that I may punifh her as (he 
. deferves! 

Byr. Retire, Narcifla, into the citadel, I befeech you,, 
tad I'll defend you to the lad. 

Nar. I beg you'll give me up, your danger overpowers 
inc. {X° Byron. , 

Jen. Dear Ma'am, you are only to reward the con- 
queror ; you have nothing to do with the battle : — be- 
fides, Mr Muff will take care there fhan't be much, 
blood fpilt.— 

Gen. Matchlefs impudence ! — What ! laugh'd atintc* 
the bargain ! — Seize him, Robin, and drag him to the 
conaL— Rafcals, why don't you obey my orders ? 

N 2 Boh . 
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would not fight like a couple of foot -pads, with the 
muzzle of the piftol in each other's mouthy would you ? 
What the devil aito you now ? 

Sir Har. Dear General, your ear a moment, [wkif-' 
firing"] my confeience forbids me. 

Gen. Confeience ! who the devil ever heard of a man's 
having confeience, who had no heart ! — However, Sir 
Harry, I fee how the land lies. — You need give your- 
felf no further concern about me or my family.-*- 1 am 
dctermin'd to have a brave man for my fon-in law, tho* 1 
crofs the ocean for him. 

Byr. You netd not put yourfelf to that ihconveniency, 
Sir, when you behold in me one who is ready to May 
down his life in defence of your daughter's virtue and 
your honour. 

Gen. Why, tho' my enemy— thou art a fine fellow, I 
own :— and if I could forget the family -grudge 

Byr. Believe me, Sir, I have lamented in fecret the 
groundlefa animofity that has fo long fubfifted between 
you and my father, fo fatal to- the early overtures- 1 made 
the lovely NarcifTa. 

Gen. Zounds ! but when I recolleft — to be jockeyM 
by you out of the borough, and by fuch underhand 
means ! — 

Byr. Why, Sir, you furprife me ! — they have cho~ 
ien that Gentleman,- have they not ? 

[Pointing to Sir Harryi 

Gen. No, Sir, they have not. — What, you don't 
know, I ftippofe, that they have return'd you ? 

Byr. Upon my honour, no, Sir:' — I have been em- 
ploy 'd upon a much more agreeable ferviee :> — and- to 
convince yoir of it, as they have chofen me, contrary to 
my wifhes, I am ready to refign my feat in favour of any 
one you {hall appoint. 

Gen. No, you young dog ; — you flian't do that nei- 
ther : — I am a little cooler than I was : — that piece (A 
ft ill life there has brought me to my fenfes [pointing U 
Sir Harry.~\A begin now to think, that the unanimous 
choice of a free body of people is too facred to be fu* 
perfeded by the will of any individual. Befides, youi 
courage has charm'd me. — Come, you young dog, you 
jnavrdeafe vour prifoners, they.Judl be upon their, pa- 
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role till I pafs Sentence. [Byron opens the door of the- 
temple 1 and brings thetn a little forward-"] You look, 
mighty cunning, Sir Harry, after lofing Tipple well 9 
and the richeft hefrefs in the county, through your de- 
licate feelings. Damn fuch feelings, fay I ! you'll 

cut a pretty figure in the modern hiitory of Maccaro- 
nyifna. 

Sir. Har* Why, goofl General, you don't know rac 
yet.— I confefs I have loll a pair of pretty toys ! ■ 
but with refpe& to your modern fatire, a real fine gen- 
tleman is infinitely beyond its reach, I allure you 1 — fa 
1 (hall laugh at the dinner-hunting tribe. 

G<w. Why, where the devil did this fellow fpring 
from ? — [Byron, Jenny, and Narcifla, caning forward.] 
—I believe the young rogue deals in magic with both of 
us — [To Narcifla.]— Come hither, girl, don't tremble fo : 
— 1 begin to think that I've held out too long with Sir 
Walter — and therefore I don't know how I can (how a 
heartier defire of reconciliation, than by rewarding his 
fon of merit, with my only daughter and fifty thou- 
sand pounds.— What fays NarcifTa? — but I need not 
afk her. — 

Nar. If I may difcover my partiality for Mr Byron 
without offending you, Sir, I (hould tell you, that I have 
every reafon in the world to admire and crtcem him. 

Gen. Come hither, then, both of you ; as an earned 
of my approbation, there — I've joined your hands be- 
fore the parfon 5 and may neither you nor I live to re- 
pent it ! 

Byn This, Sir, is fo generous, my life will be too 
fhort to repay the obligation. 

Sir Har. Demme, but I cut a pretty figure here 
truly ! . Chous'd out of my own borough and a fine 
girl by the fon of a fox-hunting baronet ; — and laugh- 
ed at by the old- Jew of a father, for endeavouring to ac- 
commodate him. — Well, what's to be done? — Why, 
upon my arrival at Almack's, I mud carry it off, for 
the prefent, by dint of bronze; tell 'em the girl was 
damn'd ugly, and that the other borough has loft its 
charter. 

Gen. Come,, come, Sir Harry; every man's* not born 

to be a giaat-luIltt^£/r0im/^«X^ ^ Wwfc Vw**^- 
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the dignity of a fine gentleman to rejoice at the fuc< 
of a worthier man than himfelf, adjourn with us 
Worry- hall. 

Sir Har. Any thing for a frolic, General; for l'nc 
tip- top fpirits. 

Gen. All that now remains, is for me to endeavoui 
prevail upon Sir Walter to meet us, and confenfc to m; 
the little rogues happy : — for ray own part, I am n 
folly convinced, that the tender affections were never i 
planted in the human bread to be calPd forth or fi 
preffed by the caprice of an unfeeling parent. 
VAUDEVILLE. 
Narcissa. 
Rofy archer, come away !- 
Give your train a holiday; 
Lay your bow and quiver by,, 
Ceafe to wound, — and hither hie ! 
Chorus* 
Rofy archer, &c. 
Byron. 
Hither bring the fmiling graces* 
And the loves with cherub faces; 
Bid the valleys laugh and fay, 
** Love has made a holiday I"' 
Chorus. 
Hither bring, &c. 

Sir Harry. 
Lips of coral ! eyes fo pretty !' 
Out of luck, foregad, was I : 
Tho' I am chous'd, Til join the ditty;— 

Down, thou little rifing. figh. 
May love's tender prittle-prattle 
Keep the day for ever bright* 
And no jealous tittle-tattle 
Mar the raptures of the night ! 

Chorus. 
May Love's tender, &c. 
Jenny. 
Gentlefolks, if you'll permit me, 

I've a word or two to fay, 
Tho' perhaps it mayn't befit me, 
©a my ltdy \ wedding- day.. 
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Gravcft Don with eye of ferrit, 

Though he pra&ife all his art, 
Cannot break a woman's fpirit, 

Till he's ftrength to break her heart. 
Chorus. 

Graved Don, &c. 

Colonel Worry. 
Brother grey-beards, (hort's my ftory, 

Read your features in this glafs j 
Here's a convert now before ye 

Metamorphos'd from an afs : — 
When a fwain of merit woos her, 

Make your girl a happy wife $ 
Nature bids you not refufe her, 

In the crifis of her life. 
Chorus. 
When a fwain of merit woos her, 

Make your girl a happy wife ; 
Nature bids you not refufe her* 

In the crifis of her life I 
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EPILOGUE. 

Written by the Author, 
And Spoken by Mr WESTON, entering -with a Urge 

OH, Lud! what authors have we now-a-days? 
A farmer this!— ccod, or what you pleafe: 
He fwears (tho' we've but juft got thro' one fweat-o) 
He'll make us fpeak an epilogue duetto.— 
What fay you, Dragon ? — Why's your tail Co low?— 
Be not chop-fall'n— they can't damn you, you know;— 
What, dumb, my comrade? — terrible- di falter! 
So I muft puff for you and for your m after? 
Ye Gods, be kind!— No cat-call interference! 
Believe Tom Wefton, 'tis his firft appear.mce.— 

Yon would not think it ; but the rogue's fo fteady, 
lie's in the privy-council here already: 
The Prompter gives him merit univerfal, 
Becaufe— [-whijllbtg] his whittle calls him to rchearfal: 
Be fides, he imitates no tragic brother,— 
Who makes him pull down one bill — poft another* 
Tho' he's not fleck, and has an hungry eye, 
(A poerYdog is nerer fed too high), 
Yet he i.< found, Sits, and in good condition; 
lie has. no whimfies— no indifpofition : 
Whene'er in tetters large the bills he graces, 
You're fure of feeing hmv— if you have places; 
He'll top the bills, if to this text he flicks; 
A dog of part? — and have no puppy-tricks. ■■ 
Odzookf, I've loft his bufinefs in his praife; 
Oh! — here he's fent to guard his matter's bays. 
A dragon once, they fay, kept watch and ward, 
Some curious golden fruit from thieves to guard. 
So to protect the poet's fruit from riot, 
Secure fome guineas, and a better diet, 
He's fent this dragon, critics! — So be quiet. 
Sharp then's the word, my flender-waifted coufins, 
H«'Jt fwillow macaronies by the dozens ! 
AfOwling, and fnarling, — don't let this dog catch ye, 
At all your tearing-work he'll over-match yc; 
If by ill-humours you our bard wou'd puzzle, 
I've nothing elfc to do — but flip the muzzle! 
Tho' you're fo high, [to the galleries,"] you too he foon won'd 
Dragon has wings, if I but fhow him game. 

But fhou'd his matter's fing-fong melt your foul, 
He'll be as foft as — Signor Rufignol : 
Will with harmonious howlings fwell each note, 
A ad baik fwect muGc— »" only from his throat." 

THI 
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A C T I. 

Enter Woodley and Dimity. 

Dimity. 

PO! pol no fuch thing— 1 tell you, Mr 
Woodley, you are a mere novice in thefe affairs. 

Wood. Nay, but liften to reafon, Mrs Dimity has 

>t your matter, Mr Drugget, invited me down to his 
untry-feat, in order to give me his ^laughter Nancy 
marriage 5 and with what pretence can he now break 

r? 

Dim. What pretence ! —you put a body out oC all 
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patience — But go on your own way, Sir; my ad 
all loft upon you. 

Wood. You do me injuftice, Mrs Dimity ye 

vice has governed my whole conduct Have 

fixed an wtereit in the. young lady's heart ? 

Dim. An intereft in a fiddleftick! you ou 

have made love to the father and mother — What, • 
think the way to get a wife, at this time of day, 
fpeaking fine things to the lady you have a fane 
—That was the practice, indeed ; but things are 
now — you mull addrefs the old people, Sir, anc 
trouble your head about your miftrefs — None c 
letters, and verfes, and foft looks, and fine fpeec 
" Have compaflion, thou angelic creature, on ; 
" dying" — Pflia ! Huff ! nonfenfe ! all out of £ 
—Go your ways to the old curmudgeon ; humc 
whims—" I fhaU efteem it an honour, Sir, to tx 
" to a gentleman of your rank and tafte." " Up 
" word, he's a pretty young gentleman." — Then 
about to the mother ; " Your daughter, Ma'am, 
** very model of you, and I (hall adore her fo 
u fake." " Here, come hither, Nancy, tal 
" gentleman for better for worfe." u La, ms 
€i can never confent." — " I mould not have thoi 
« c your confent — the confent of your relations is ei 
«' why, how now, huffey !" So away you go to c 
the knot is tied, an agreeable honey-moon follov 
charm is then diflblv'd ; you go to all the clubs 
James's Street ; your lady goes to the Coterie ; ; 
a little time you both go to the Doctor's Com 
and, if faults on both fides prevent a divorce, 
quarrel like contrary elements all the reft of your 
that's the "way of the world now. 

Wood* But you know, my dear Dimity, the old 
have received every mark of attention from me. 

Dim. Attention ! to be fure you did not fall af 
tneir company ; but what then ? — You fhould have 
cd into their characters, play'd with their humou 
facrificed to their abfurdities. 

Wood. But if my temper is too frank — 

Dim. Frank, indeed! yes, you have been frank c 
to ruin yourfch^-Havc. sot you to do with a ri 
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Jhop-keeper, retired from bufinefc with an hundred thou- 
fand pounds in his pocket, to enjoy the duft of the Lon- 
don road, which he calls living in the country — and yet 
yon mofl find fault with his fituation! — What if he hat 
, made a ridiculous gimcrack of his houfe and gardens* 
you know his heart is fet upon it ; and could not you 
have commended his tafte ? But you muft be too frank ! 
u Thofe walks and alleys are too regular thofe ever- 
greens mould not be cut into fuch fantaftic fhapes."— * 
And thus you advife a poor old mechanic, who delights 
in every thing that's monftrous, to follow nature — Oh^ 
you're likely to be a fuccefsful lover ! 

Wood. But why mould 1 not fave a father-in-law from 
being a laughing-ftock ? . 

Dim. Make him your father-in-law firft. — 

Wood. Why, he can't open his windows for the duft 
*— he ftands all day looking through a pane of glafs at 
the carts and ftage-coaches as they pafs by; and he calls 
that living in the frefh air, and enjoying his own 
thoughts. 

Dim. And could not you let him go on his own 
way ? You have ruin'dyourfelf by talking fenfe to him; 
and all your nonfenfe to the daughter won't make 
amends for it.— And then the mother; how have you 
play'd your cards in that quarter ? — She wants a tiijfel 
man of fafhion for her fecond daughter. — " Don't you 
fee (fays me) how happy my eldelt girl is made by 
marrying Sir Charles Racket ? She lias been married 
three entire weeks, and not fo much as one angry word 
has pafs'd between them. — Nancy (hall have a man or" 
quality too." 

Wood. And yet I know Sir Charles Racket perfectly 
wet ^ * 

Dim. Yes, fo do I ; and I know he'll make his ladf 
wretched at laft— But what then ? You fhould have hu- 
toour'd the old folks : — you mould have been a talking 
empty fop to the good old lady, and to the old gentle- 
man an admirer of his tafte in gardening. But yoix 
have loft him — he is grown fond of this beau Lovelace, 
who is here in the houfe with him ; the coxcomb in- 
gratiates himfelf by flattery, and you're undone by frank- 
fiefs. Jfc 

Vol. IV. O ^ Wwit 
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Wood. And yet, Dimity, I won't defpair. 

Dim. And yet you have reafon to defpair ; a mill* 
of reafons— To-morrow is fix'd for the wedding-da; 
Sir Charles and his lady are to be here this very night- 
they are engaged, indeed, at a great rout in town ; h 
they take a bed here, notwithstanding. — The family 
fitting up for them ; Mr Drugget will keep you all up 
the next room there till they arrive — and to- mom 
the bufinef8 is over — and yet you don't defpair ! — Hu(i 
—hold your tongue ; here comes Lovelace. — Step i 
£nd I'll devife fdmething, I warrant you. [ Exit Woo 
ley.] The old folks (hall not have their own way — ' 
enough to vex a body, to fee an old father and moth 
marrying their daughter as they pleafe, in fpite of all 
can do. [Exi 

Enter * Drugget and 9 Lovelace. 

c Drug* And fo you like my houfe and gardens, A 
f Lovelace. 

* Love. Oh, perfectly, Sir ; they gratify my tafte of s 

* things. One fees villas where nature reigns in a wi 
' kind of fimplicity ; but then they have no appearani 

* of art, no art at all. 

* Drug. Very true, rightly diftinguifh'd ; noi 
' mine is all art ; no wild nature here ; I did it all nr 
« felf. 

' Love. What ! had y ou none of the great proficien 

* in gardening to affift you? 

* Drug. Lackaday ! no ha ! ha ! I underftai 

1 thefe things — Hove my garden. The front of my houi 

* Mr Lovelace, is not that very pretty ? 

* Love. Elegant to a degree ! 

* Drug. Don't you like the fun-dial plac'd juft byn 

• dining-room windows ? 

* Love. A perfect beauty ! 

1 Drug. I knew you'd like it — and the motto isfo w< 
« adapted — Temput edax et index rerutn. Aad I know tl 

• meaning of it — Time eateth and difcovereth all thin; 

• — ha ! ha ! pretty, Mr Lovelace ! — I have feen pcop 
< fo (tare at it as they pafs by — ha, ha ! 

* Love. Why now, I don't believe there's a noblema 

• in the kingdom has fuch a thing. 

* Drug. Oh j£-»they have got into a falfe tafte. 
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< bought that bit of ground the other fide of the road — 
* and it looks very pretty — I made a duck-pond there* 
' for the fake of the profpect. 

* Love. Charmingly imagined! 

* Drug* My leaden images are well— 

* Love* They exceed ancient ftatuary. 

' Drug. I love to be furpriz'd at the turning of a walk 

* with an inanimate figure, that looks you full in the face, 
1 and can fay nothing to you, while one is enjoying one's 

* own thoughts ha, ha ! Mr Lovelace, I'll point 

4 oat a beauty to you — Juit by the ha-ha at the end of 

* my ground, there is a fine Dutch figure with a fcythe 

* in his hand and a pipe in his mouth that's a jewel, 

* Mr Lovelace. 

c Love. That efcap'd me : a thoufand thanks for point* 
1 ing it out — I obferve you have two very fine yew-trees 

* before the houfe. 

* Drug. Lackaday, Sir ! they look uncouth — I havt 
( a defign about them— I intend— ha, ha, it will be very 
' pretty, Mr Lovelace — I intend to have them cut into 
1 the fhape of the two giants at Guildhall — ha, ha ! 

''Love. Exquifite ! ■ why then? they won't look like: 
trees. 

'Drug. Oh, no, no* not at all— I wont have any 

' thing in my garden that looks like what it is — ha, ha* 

4 Love. Nobody undcrftands thefe things like you, Mr 

* Drugget. ( 

* Drug. Lackaday ! 'tis all my delight now — this is 

* what I tiave been working for. I have a great improve - 

* ment to make ftill — Ipropofe to have my evergreens cut 
€ into fortifications ; and then- I fhall have the Moro 
' caftle* and the Havanna ; and then near it fhall be fhips 
€ of myrtle, failing upon feas of box to attack the town ? 

* won't that make my place look very rural, Mr Love* 
4 lace ? 

* Love. Why, you have the moil fertile invention r Mr 
1 Drugget. 

' Drug. Ha ! ha ! this is what I have been working 
1 for. I love my garden — But I mull beg your pardon for 
1 a few moments — I muft ftep and fpeak with a famous- 
1 nurferyman, who is come to offer me fome choioe 
4 thiags. — -Do go and. join the company, MrLove- 

O % *\»g& 
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/ lace — my daughter Racket and Sir Charles will be he 

* prefently — I fhan't go to bed till I fee them— Ha, — h 

* — my place is prettily variegated this is what I ha 

' been working for 1 fin'd for fherifF to enjoy tht 

* things — ha, ha. [Ex 

* Love. Poor Mr Drugget ! - Mynheer Van Thunde 
' tcntrunk, in his little box at the fide of a dike, lias 

* much tafte and elegance — However, if I can but ca 
' ry off his daughter, if I can but rob his garden of th 
4 flower — why then I iliall fay, " This is what I ha 
' been working for." 

4 Enter Dimity.* 

Dim. Do lend us your affiftance, Mr Lovelace— 
you're a fweet gentleman, and love a good-natur'd a 
lion. 
, Love* Why how now, what's the matter ? 

Dim. My mafter is going to cut the two yew-tn 
into the (hapc of two devils, I believe : and my pc 
miftrefs is breaking her heart for it.— Do, run and a 
rife him againfl it— fhe's your friend ; you know (he 
Sir. ' 

. Love. Oh, if that's all — I'll make the matter cafy < 
rec"Uy. 

* jDfMf.'My miflrefs will be for ever oblig'd to you; a 
you'll marry her daughter in the morning. 

• Lov. Oh, my rhetoric (hall dhTuade him. 

Dim. And, Sir, put him againfl dealing with tl 
nurferyman ; Mrs Drugget hates him. 

Love. Does fhe ? 
.. Dim. Mortally. 

Love. Say no more, the bufinefs is done. [Ex 

. Dim. If he fays one word, old Drugget will nci 
forgive him— My brain was at its laft (hift ; but if t 
plot takes — So, liere comes our Nancy. 

Enter Nancy. 

Nan. Well, Dimity, what's to become of me ? 

Dim. My flars ! what makes you up, Mifs ?— 
thought you were gone to bed i 

Nan. What mould I go to bed for ? only to tuml 
and tofs, and fret, and be uneafy — they are going 
marry me, and I am frighted out of my wits. 
■ Dim. Why then, you're the only young lady wil 
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in fifty miles round that would be frightened at fuch & 
thing. 

Nan. Ah ! if they would let me choofe for myfelf. 

Dim. Don't you like Mr Lovelace ? 

Nan. My mama does, but I don't ; I don't mind his- 
being a man of fafhion, not I. 

Dim. And, pray, can you do better than follow the 
faihion? 

Nan. Ah ! -. I know there's, a fafhion for new bonnets* 
and a faihion for dreffing the hair — but I never heard of 
a fafhion for the heart. 

Dim. Why then, my dear, the. heart moftly follows- 
the fafhion now* 

Afar,. Does it!- pray, who fets the fafhion of the 

heart ? 

Dim. AU the fine ladies in London, o'my conscience. 

Nan. And what's the laft new fafhion, pray ? 

Dim. Why, to marry any. fop that has a few deceit- 
ful agreeable appearances about him ; Something of a 
pert phrafe, a good operator for the teeth, and tolerable 
taylor. 

Nan, And do they marry without loving ? 

Dim. Oh ! marrying for love has been a great while 
•at of feftiion. 

Nan. Why, then, I'll wait till that fafhion comes up 

Dhu. And then, Mr Lovelace* I reckon— 
Nan. Pfha ! I don't like him; he talks to me as if ha 
**8'the moft miferable man in the world,, and the con- 
fident thing looks fo pleas' d with himfelf all the while.-— 
* want to marryfbr love, and not for card-playing— • 
Ifhould not be able to bear the life my filler leads with 
Sir Charles Racket — and I'll = forfeit my new cap if 
they don't quarrel foon. 

Dim. Oh fie ! 'no ! they won't quarrel yet a whilei 

— A. quarrel in three weeks after marriage, would be 

fomewhatof the quickeft — By andby, we fhall hear of their 

whims -and their humours- — Well* but if you don't like 

Mr Lovelace, what fay you to Mr Woodley ? 

Nan. Ah !— I don't know what to fay— but I dc* 
kw him dearly* Dimity. 

Q 3. SONG.. 
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* When firft the dear youth pafling by, 

« DifclosM his fair form to my fight, 

* I gaz'd, but I could not tell why ; 

* My heart it went throb with delight. 

* As nearer he drew, thofe fweet eyes 

* Were with their dear meaning fo bright), 

* I trembled, and, loft in furprife, 

' My heart it went throb with delight. 

* When his lips their dear accents did try 

« The return of my love to excite, 
' I feign'd, yet began to guefs why 

« My heart it went throb, with delight. ' 

* We chang'd the ftoPn glance, the fond fmUe* 

* Which lovers alone read aright ;. 

* We look'd, and we figh'd, yet the while 

* Our heart* they went throb with delights 

* Confent I fooa blufti'd, with a figh, 

1 My promife I ventured to plight ; 

* Come, Hymen, we then mall know why 

* Our hearts they go throb with delight.? 

Enter Woodley. 
Wood. My fweeteft angel ! I have heard all 1 , and mj 
Jieart overflows with love and gratitude 

Nan. Ah ! but I did not know you- was liflening 
You mould not have betray'd me fo, Dimity i I (kail tx 
angry with you. 

Dim. Well, I'll take my chance for that. Rot 
both into my room,, and fay all your pretty things to on< 
another there y for here comes the old gentleman — mak< 
kafte , away. [Exeunt Woodley and Nancy 

Enter .Drugget. 
Drug.. A forward prefuming coxcomb ! * Dimity 
do you flep to Mrs Drugget, and fend her hither. 
Dim. Yes, Sir. ■ It works upon him, I fee. 

lEjxit 

Drug.. The. yew-trees ought not to be cut* becauf 

they'll help to keep off the duft, and I am too near th< 

road already! — A fbrry ignorant fop ! — when lam in f< 

fine a fituarion, and can fee every carriage that goes by 

•And then to abuft the mxrferyman's rarities ! — A 

fiaej 
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finer fucking pig in lavender, with fage growing in hi* 

belly, was never feen ! And yet he wants me not to 

have it But have it I will. There's a fine tree of 

knowledge, too, with Adam and Eve in. juniper; Eve's 
nofe not quite grown, but 'tia thought in the fpring will 
be very forward — I'll have that too; with the fer- 
pentin ground-ivy-— tmo poets in wormwood — I'll have 
them both. Ay ; and there's a Lord- Mayor's feaft in 
boneyfuckle; and the whole court of Aldermen in- 
hornbeam : and three modern beaux in jeflamine, fome~ 
what ftunted : they all (hall be in my garden, with the 
Dragon of Wantley in box — all — all — I'll have 'em all* 
kt my wife and Mr Lovelace fay what they will 

Enter Mrs Drugget. 

Mrs Drug. Did you fend for me, lovely? 

Drug* The yew-trees (hall be cut into the giant* of 
Guildhall, whether you will or not. 

Mrs Drug* Sure my own dear will do as he pleafes. 

Drug. And the pond, tho'you praife the green banks,, 
fliallbe waU'd round, and I mall have a little fat boy. in 
, marble, fpouting up water in the middle. 

Mrs Drug. My fweet, who hinders you ? 

Drug. Yes, and I'll buy the nurferyman's whole ca- 
talogue—Do you think,, after retiring to live all the 
*ay here, almoft four miles from London, that I won't? 
do as I. pleafe in my own garden. 

Mrs- Drug. My dear,, but why are you in fuch a 
paffion ? 

Drug. I'll have the lavender-pig, and the Adam and 
Eve, and the Dragon of Wantley, and all of 'em— and. 
&ere (han't- be a more romantic fpot on the London 
road than mine. 

Mrs Drug. Fm fure 'tis as pretty as hands can*. 
make it. 

Drug. I did it all myfelf, and I'll do more— And 
Mr Lovelace ihan't have my daughter. 

Mrs Drug. No! what's the matter now, Mr Drug- 
get? 

Drug. He mail learn better manner? than to abufe my" 

houfe and gardens. You put him in the head of it ; 

but I'll difappoint ye both — And fo you may go and 

tcU Mr I^vekce- that the match i» a^uite gff, 

• ■- ■ Kit* 
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Mrs Drug, I can't comprehend all this, not I 

I'll tell him fo, if you pleafe, my dear 1 an 

ing to give myfelf pain, if it will give you- pk 
Muft I give myfelf pain I — Don't alk me, pray 
—I don't like pain* 

Drug, I am refolv'd, and it (hall be fo. 

Mrs Drug. Let .it be fo then. [Cries.] Or. 
cruel man ! I (hall break my heart if the match is 
off — if it is not concluded to- morrow, fend for an 
taker, and bury me the next day. 

Drug* How ! I don't want that neither— 

Mrs Drug. Oh! oh! — 

Drug. I am your lord and matter, my dear, t 
your executioner — Before George, it mull never 1 
that my wife died o£ too much compliance — Che 
my love- — and this affair (hall be fettled a* foon 
Charles and my Lady Racket arrive. 

Mrs Drugi You bring me to life again — You 
my fweet, what an happy couple Sir Charles a 
lady are*— -Why (hpuld not we make our Na 
happy ? 

Enter Dimity*. 

Dim*. Sir Charles and his lady, Ma'am. 

Mns Drug. Oh !- charming! I'm tranfported wi 
—Where are they I I long to fee 'em- 

Dim. WeU, Sir; the happy couple are arriv'd 

Drug. Yes, they do live happy indeed. 

Dim. But how long will it laft ? 

Drug, How long ! don't forbode any ill, you j 
don't* I fey — It wiH laft during their lives, I ho 

Dim. Well, mark the end of it. Sir Cha: 

know, is gay and good-humour'd— but. he can' 
the lead contradiction, no, not* in the mereft trif 

Drug. Hold your tongue — hold your tongue. 

Dim. Yes, Siiy 1 have done :— and yet there 
the compoution of Sir Charles a certain humour, i 
like the frying gout* gives no diflurbance to the 
till it fettles in the head — When once it fixes 
mercy on every body about him ! but here he con 

Enter Sir Charles* 
Sir Cia* My dcarSir, X kifs your hand— ton 
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ftand on ceremony ? To find you up this late, mortifies 
me beyond expreffion. 

Drug. 'Tis but once in a way, Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha. My obligations to you are inexprefiible ; you 
hare given me the moft amiable of girls ; our tempera 
accord like unifons in muiic. 

Drug. Ah ! that's what makes me happy in my old 
days 5 my children and my garden are all my care. 

Sir Cha. And my friend 1 Lovelace— -he is to have our 
filler Nancy, 1 find. 

Drug. Why, my wife is fo minded. 

'Sir Cha. Oh, by all means, let her be made happy — 

Avery pretty fellow Lovelace And as. to that^Mr 

—Woodley, I think you call him— he is but a plain, 
underbred, ill-fafhioned fort of a — nobody knows him ; 
he is not one of us— Oh, by all means marry her to one 
of us. 

Drug. I believe it muft be fo— Would you take any 
rcfreihment \ 

Sir Cha. Nothing in nature — it is time to retire. 

Drug. Well, well ! good night then, Sir Charles— 
Ha ! here comes my daughter— —Good night, Sir 
Charles. 

Sir Cha. Bon repot. 

Drug, [going aut.~\ My Lady Rackett, I'm glad te> 
hear how happy you are, I won't detain you now ■ ■ 
there's your good-man waiting for you— good night, 
my girl. {Exit. 

Sir Cha. I mull: humour this old putt, in order to be 
remembered in his will. 

Enter Lady Rackett. . 

Lady Rac. O la I — I'm quite fatigu'd 1 can hard* 

ly move— why don't you help me, you barbarous man? 

Sir Cha. There ; take my arm — " Was ever thing fo 
petty made to walk !" 

Lady Rac. But I won't be laugh'd at — I don't love 
yon. 

Sir Cha. Don't you ? 

Lady Rac. No. Dear me ! this glove ! why don't you. 

help me off with my glove! pfba ! You aukward 

thing, let it alone ; you an't fit to be about me ; I might 
as* well not be married, for any ufe you are of — reach. 
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*ie a chair — you have no companion for me— I am I 
glad to fit down — Why do you drag me to routs ?— Yo 
know I hate e'm. 

Sir Cha. Oh ! there's no exifting, no breathing, unki 
one does as other people of fafhion do. 

Lady Rac. But I'm out of humour, I loft all m 
money. 

Sir Cha. How much ? 

Lady Rac. Three hundred. 

Sir Cha. Never fret for that — I don't value three has 
dred pounds to contribute to your happinefs. 

Lady Rac. Don't you? Not value three hnndrei 

pounds to pleafe me ! 

Sir Cha. You know I don't. 

Lady Rac. Ah ! you fond fool .'—But I hate gaminj 
—It almoft metamorphofe8 a woman into a fury— D 
you know that I was frighted at myfelf feveral times to 
might — I had an huge oath at the very tip of my tongiu 

Sir Cha. Had ye? 

Lady Rac. I caught myfelf at it— -and fo I bit my lip 
-—And then I was cramm'd up in a corner of the roan 
with fuch a ftrange party at a whift-table, looking a 
black and red fpots — did you mind 'em ? 

Sir Cha. You know I was bufy elfewhere. 

Lady Rac. There was that ftrange unaccountable wo 
man Mrs Nightfhade — She behav'd fo ftrangery to be 
huiband, a poor, inoffenfive, good -natur'd, good fort o 
a good-for-nothing kind of man. — But fhe fo teiz'd hit 
— " How could you play that card ? Ah, you've a head 
and fo has a pin — You're a numflcull, you know youar 
——Ma'am, he has the pooreft head in the world, he doc 
not know what he is about ; you know you don't— Al 
fie! I'am afliam'd of you 1" 

Sir Cha. She has ferv'd to divert you, I fee* 

Lady Rac. And then, to crown all there was xn 

Lady Clackit, who runs on with an eternal volubility < 
nothing, out of all feafon, time, and place In th 

very midft of the game (be begins, " Lard, Ma'an 

I was apprehenfive I mould not be able to wait on yoi 

La'fliip my poor little dog, Pompey — the fweetc 

thing in the world —a fpade led! — there's the knave— 
I was fetching a walk, Me'm, the other morning in tl 

Pa: 
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Park— a fine frofty morning it was — I love frofty wea- 

ther of all things — let me look at the laft trick and 

fo, M'em, little Pompey — and if your La'fhip was to 
fa the dear creature pinch'd with the froft, and mincing 
his fteps along the Mall — with his pretty little innocent 
face— I vow I don't know what to play — And fo, M'em, 
while I was talking to Captain Flimfey — your La'fhip 
knows Captain Flimfey — Nothing but rubbifh in my 
hand — I can't help it— And fo, M'em, five^ odious frights 
of dogs befet my poor little Pompey — the dear creature 
has the heart of a lion, but who can refift five at once ? 
—And fo Pompey barked for alMance— the hurt he re- 
ceived was upon his cheft — the doctor would not advife 
him to venture out till the wound is heal'd, for fear of an 
nflammation — Pray, what's trumps ?" 
. Sir Cha. My dear, you'd make a mod excellent ac- 
refs. 

Lady Rac. Well, now, let's go to reft — but Sir 
Charles, how mockingly you play'd that laft rubber, 
rhen I flood looking over you ! 

Sir Cha. My love, I play'd the truth of the game. 

Lady Rac. No, indeed, my dear, you play'd it 
vrong. 

Sir Cha. Po ! nonfenfe ! you don't underftand it. 

Lady Rac. I beg your pardon, I'm allowed to play 
xtter than you. 

Sir Cha. All conceit, my dear; I was perfectly right* 

Lady Rac* No fuch thing, Sir Charles, the diamond 
vas the play. 

Sir Cha. Po! po! ridiculous! the club was the card 
igainft the world. 

Lady Rac* Oh ! no, no, no ; I fay it was the dia- 
nond. 

Sir Cha. Zounds ! Madam, I fay it was the club. 

Lady Rac. What do you fly into fuch a pafiion for? 

Sir Cba> 'Sdeath and fury, do you think J don't know 
vhat I'm about ? I tell you once more, the club was the 
odgment of it. 

Lady Rac. May be fo— have it your own way. 

\Walks about andfings. 

Sir Cha. Vexation ! you're the ftrangeft woman that 
rer liv'dj there's no converting with you— — Look'^e. 
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here, my Lady Rackctt — 'tis the cleared cafe in tb 
world, I'll make it plain in a moment. 
LadyRac. Well, Sir! ha! ha! ha! 

[With a fneering laugh 

Sir Cha. I had four cards left-^-a trump has led— 

they were fix ■ no, no, no, they were fevcn, and w 

nine——' then you know the beauty of the play wa 

to 

Lady Rac Well, now, 'tis amazing to me, that yoi 
can't fee it — Give me leave, Sir Charles — your left-han< 
adverfary had led his laft trump — and he had before fi 
nefs'd the club and rough'd the diamond — now if yoi 

had put on your diamond » 

Sir Cha. Zoons! Madam, but we play'd for the od< 
trick. 

Lady Rac. And fure the play for the odd trick— 
Sir Cha. Death and fury ! can't you hear me ? 
Lady Rac. Go on, Sir. 

Sir Cha. Zoons ! hear me, I fay. Will you hea 

me ? 

Lady Rac. I never heard the like in my life. 

[Hums a tune, and 'walks about fretful}) 
Sir Cha. Why then you are enough to provoke th 
patience of a Stoick. — [Looks at her, andfhe walks abou 
and laughs uneajily.'] Very well, Madam! — You knoi 
no more of the game than your father's leaden Hercufc 
on the top of the houfe — You know no more of wht 
than he does of gardening. 
Lady Rac. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

[Takes out a glafs and ft ties her ha! 

Sir Cha. You're a vile woman, and I'll riot fleep ai 

Other night under one roof with you. 

Lady R-ac. A s you pleafc, »Sir. 

Sir Cha Madam, it mall be as I pleafe — I'll ord 

my chariot this moment — £*?*''#•] I know how t 

cards mould be play'd as well as any man in Englan 

that let me ttll you- -[Gni?-g.~\ — And when your rami 

were Handing- behind counters, meafuring out tape, a 

barteting for Whitechapel needles, my anceftors, my a 

ceftors, Madam, were fquandcring away whole efta 

at cards ; whole eftates, my Lady P*ackett — [She hum 

tune^ ar.d he looks, at ber.J — Why then, by. all that's d< 
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me, I'll never exchange another word with you, good, 
td, or indifferent — Look'ye, my Lady Racket— thus 
flood — the trump being led, it was then my bud- 
is 

Lady Rac. To play the diamond, to be fure. 
Sir Cha. Damn it, I have done with you for ever ; and 
you 'may tell your father. [Exit. v 

Lady Rac. What a paffion the gentleman's in! ha! 
i! [laughs in a peevijh manner. ~\ I promife him) I'll 
it give up my judgment. 

Enter Sir Charles. 
Sir Cha, My Lady Racket, look ye, Ma'am— once • 

are, out of pure good-nature 

Lady Rac. Sir, I am convine'd of your good- nature. 

Sir Cha. That, and that only, prevails with mc to tell 

«, the club was the play. 

Lady Rac. Well, be it fo— I have no objection. ■ •* 

Sir Cha. 'Tis the cleareft point in the world wc 

rre nine, and— 

Lady Rac. And for that very reafon;— You know the 

lb was the beft in the houfe. 

Sir Cha. There's no fuch thing as talking to you-— 

ra're a bafe woman — I'll part from you for ever; you 

ly live here with your father, and admire his fantaftical 

srgreens till you grow as fantaftical yourfelf — I'll fet; 

t for London this inftant — [Steps at the door.^ The 

lb was not the beft in the houfe. ■ k 

Lady Rac. How calm you are! . Wdl -f— —I'll go 

bed ; will you come ? You had better—Come 

en — you (hall come to bed — Not come to bed when I 
c you ! Poor Sir Charles ! 

[Looks and laugh j, then exit.'. 
Sir Cha. That eafe is provoking. [Crops to the oppo- 
t door where Jhe went out."] — I tell you the diamond; 
is not the play; and I here take my final leave of 
u— -[Walks back as faft as he can.~\ I am refolv'd. 
on it; and I know the club was not the beft in the 
afc [Exit. 
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ACT II. 

Enter Dimity. 

Dimity. 
A, ha, ha! Oh, Heavens! I /hall expire 



H 



of laughing— This is the mddifh couple th 
fo happy! — fuch a quairel as they have had— th 
houfe is in uproar — ha, ha 1 a rare proof of the 
nefs they enjoy in high life. I fhall never heat 
of faihion mentioned again, hut I fhall be ready t 
a fit of laughter — Ho ! ho ! ho ! this is three w< 
iter maniage, I think. 

Enter Drugget. 
Drug. Hey ! how ! what's the matter, Dimit 
^V hat. am I call'd down flairs for ? 

Dim* Why, there's two people of faihion— ~ 

[Stifles i 
Drug. Why, you faucy minx!— —Explain tl 
xnent. 

• Dim. The fond couple have been together by t 
this half hour^ — are you fatisfied now ? 

i Drag. Ay!*— What, have they quarrell'd ? — w! 
it about? . i ■ ■ 

Dim* Something above my comprehension, and 
too, I believe — People in high life underftand th 
ftrmslbcit— Aad herd comes one that can unrid 
whole affair. 

Enter Sir Charles. 
Sir Cba* [to the people *within.~\ I fay, let' the 
he put to this moment — So, Mr Drugget. 

• Drug- . Sir Charles, here's a ter*ible buflle— I 
ckpcifc thia-^what can be the matter ? 

Sir Cba. I have been us'd by your daughte 
bafe, fo contemptuous a manner, tliat I am dete 
not to flay in this houfe to-night. 

Drug. This is a thunderbolt to me ! after feei 
.elegantly and fafhionably you liv'd together, to fi 
all fun-fhine vanifh'd — Do, Sir Charles, let me h 
hr^ach, if poffible. 
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Sir Cba. Sir, 'tis impoffible — I'll not live with her a 
day longer. 

Drug. Nay, nay, don't be over hafty — let me intreat 
you, go to bed and deep upon it— in the morning, when 
you're cool 

Sir Cba. Oh, Sir, I am vefy cool, I allure ha \ 

1» ! — it is not in her power, Sir, to— a-— a — to difturb- 
■die ferenity of my temper — Don't imagine that 4'm in a 
jaffion — I'm not fo eaflly ruffled as you may imagine- 
But quietly arid deliberately I can repay the injuries 
done me by a falfe, ungrateful, deceitful wife. 

Drug, The injuries done you by a falfe, ungrateful' 
wife ! My daughter, I hope- 
Sir Cba. Her character is now fully known to me— — 
flie's a Tile woman ! That's all I have to fay, Sir. 

Drug. Hey ! how ! — a vile woman! — What has (be 
done — I hope (he is not capable 

Sir Cba. I (hall enter into no detail, Mr Drugget ;: 
the time and circumftances won't allow it at prefent— • 
But depend upon it, I have done with her — a low, un— 
polifh'd, uneducated, falfe, impofing — See if the horfea- 
ire put to. 

Drug. Mercy on me, in* my old days to hear this ! 

Enter Mrs Drugget. 

Mrs Drug. Deliver me ! I am all over in fuch a: 
tremble — Sir Charles, I mall break my heart if there's 
lay thing amifs*. 

Sir Cba. Madam, I am* very forry, for your Fake— 
kit there is no poffibility of living with her. 

Mrs Drug. My poor dear girl! What can (he have 
done? 

Sir Cha. What all her fex can do, the very fpirit of 
themalL 

Drug. Ay ! ay ! ay ! — She's bringing foul difgrace 
•pon us, ■ This comes of her marrying a man of fa- 
teon. 

Sir Cba. Faftiion, Sir! — that (hould have inftru&ed 
*cr better — flte might have been fenfible of her happi- 
ncfe-~Whatever you may think of the fortune you gave 
her, my rank in life claims refpe& — claims obedience* 
attention, truth, and love, from one raifed in the world* 
at (Kjb has been, by an alliance with me. 

P Z Druj^ 
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Drug. And let me tell you, however you may e 
mate your quality, my daughter is dear to me. 

Sir Cha. And, Sir, my chara&er is dear to me* 

Drug. Yet you rauft give me leave to tell you— 

Sir Cha. I won't hear a word. 

Drug. Not in behalf of my own daughter ? 

Sir Cha. Nothing can excufe her^-*tis to no purp 
—(he has married above her ; and if that circumfta 
makes the lady forget herfelf, (he at leaft (hall fee ths 
.can and will fupport my own dignity. 

Drug. But, Sir, I have a right to aflc 

Mrs Drug* Patience, my dear; be a little calm* 

Drug. Mrs Drugget, do you have patience 5 I n 
and wiD inquire. 

Mrs Drug. Don't be fo hafty, my love V have ic 
•rcfpect for Sir Charles's rank ; don't be violent witl 
man of his fafhion. 

Drug. Hold your tongue, woman, I fay— -you're 
.a perfon of falhion at leaft— My daughter was eve 
good girl. 

Sir Cka. I have found her out. 

Drug. Oh, then it is all over— and it does not figr 
arguing about it. 

Mrs Drug. That ever I mould live to fee this hoi 
how the unfortunate girl could take fitch wickednefe 
her head, I can't imagine— -I'll go and fpeak to the 1 
happy creature this moment. [«£ 

Sir Cha. She (lands detected now—- detected in 
trueft colours. 

Drug* Well, grievous as it may be, let me hear 
circumftances of this unhappy bufinefs. 

Sir Cha. Mr Drugget, I have not leifure now — 
her behaviour has been fo exafperating, that I mall m 
the beft of my way to town — My mind is fixed— i 
fees me no more ; and fo, your fervant, Sir. [2£ 

Drug. What a calamity has here befallen us ! a g< 
girl, and fo well difpos'd, till the evil communicatioi 
high life, and fafhionable vices, turn'd her to folly. 

Enter Lovelace. * 

Love. Joy! joy! Mr Drugget, I give*you joy. 

Drug. Don't infult me, Sir! — I defire you won't 

Love. Infult you, Sir ! — is there any thing infi 
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hg 9 my dear Sir, if I take the liberty to congratulate 
you on . 

Drug. There ! there I — the manners of high life for 

you he thinks there's nothing in all this — the ill 

behaviour of a wife he thinks an ornament to her cha- 
ncier Mr Lovelace, you fhall have no daughter o£ 
mine- 

Love. My dear Sir, never bear malice — I have recon* 
Sdered' the thing ; and curfe catch me, if I don't think 
your notion of the Guildhall giants and the court of Al- 
dermen in hornbeam 

Drug. Well ! welL! well ! there may be people at the 
court-end of the town in hornbeam too. 

*Love* Ye s, -faith, fo there may — and I believe I could 
recommend you to a tolerable collection— however, witfc 
your daughter I am ready to venture. 

Drug. But I am. not ready I'll not venture mjr 

girl with you — no more daughters of mine fhall have 
their minds depraar'd by polke vices* 

* Enter Woodley. 
1 Mr Woodley — you fhall have Nancy to your wife, at 
^ipromis'dyou — take her to-morrow morning* 

' Wood. Sir, I have not word* to exprefs— 

1 Love. What the devil is the matter, with the old ha— 
• berdalher now ?'. 

* Drug. And hark ye,. Mr Woodley — lit make you 
*•! preient for your garden, of a coronation-dinner i:? 
' greens", with the champion riding on horfeback, and the 
'•word will be fidl-grown before April next; 

* Wood.. I ihall receive it, Sir, as. your favour. 

* Drug. Ay, ay ! 1 fee my error in wanting, an al* 
c Kance with* great folks — I had rather have you, Mr 
'•Woodley, for my fon in-law, than any courtly fop c£ 
c 'em alL Is- this man gone ?-•— Is Sir Charles Racket i? 

u gone ? 

k *Wood. Not yet ; he makes a bawling yonder for 

•■his horfes — I'll ftep and call him to you. \Exiii 

u Dtug. I am out' of all patience — I am out of my 
4 fenfes — I muft fee him once more'— Mr Lovelace, nei - 
ther you rioi* any" perfon of' fafhlon fhall ruin another 
daughter of .mine. . v [Exit** 

jdQV* Proli this!— damn'd drgJJ! and every fyl* 
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bMe of it Arabic to me — The queer old putt is- i 
whimfical in his notions of life as of gardening. ] 
this be the cafe— FU bruih, and leave liim to his ,c*c 
lies. {&*' 

Enter Lady Rackett, Mrs Drugget, and Dimity* . 

Lady Rac. A cruel, barbarous man! to quarrel i 
this unaccountable manner ; to alarm the whole hou£ 
andexpofje me aadhimfclf too. 

Mrs Drug. Oh, child! I never thought it would ban 
come to this— Your mame won't end here! it will be a 
ever St James's parifh by to-morrow morning. 

Lady Rac. Well, if it mull be fo, there's one comfor 
the ftory will tell more to his difgiace than mine* 

Dim. As I'm a finner, and fa it will, Madam. H 
deferves what be has met with, I think. 

Mrs Drug. Dimity, don't you encourage her— 7c 
fhock me to hear you fpeak fo-^I did not think you ha 
been fo harden'd. 

Lady Rac* Harden'd do you call it ?— I have liv'd i 
the world to very little purpoXe if fuch trifles as thei 
are to difturb my reft. 

Mr j Drug. You wicked girl ! — Do you call it a trill 
to be guilty of falfehood to your hulband's bed I 

Lady Rac. How!.. 

[Turns Jhort and flares at bet 

4 D'wu That ! that's a mere trifle indeed — I have bee 

* in as good places as any body, and not a creatui 
9 minds it now, I'm fure. 

* Mrs Drug. My Lady Rackett, my Lady Racketi 

* I never could think to fee you come to this deplorabl 

* mame. 

* Lady Rac. Surely the bafe man has not been ca 
4 pable of laying any thing of that fort to my charge 

* [y^/<f.]~AU this is unaccountable to me— ha! ha fc- 

* 'tis ridiculous beyond meafure. 

« Dim. That's right, Madam 1 — laugh at it— yo 
4 ferv'd him right. 

« Mrs Drug. Charlotte! Charlotte ! Fm aftonHh'4 a 

* your wickednefs. 

* Lady Rac. Well, I proteft and vow I d%n't corapre 

* hend all this.' — Has Sir Charles accus'd me of any im 
propriety in my copdu&i 
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Mrs Drug* Oh I -too true, he has — He has found yott 
out; and you have behav'd bafely, he fays* 

Lady Rac. Madam. 

Mrs Drug. You have fallen into frailty, like many 
others of your fcx, he fays ; and he is refolv'd to come 
to a fcparation dire&ly. 

Lady Rac. Why then, if he is fo bafe a wretch as to> 
iifhonoitr me in that manner, his heart (hall ache before I 
ive with him again. 

Dim. Hold to that, Ma'am ; and let his head ache in- 
to the bargain. 

Mr j Drug. Your poor father heard it as well as me;. 

Lady Rac Then let your doors be opened for him 
this very moment— let him return to London — If he 
does not, I'll lock myfelf up ; and the falfe. one (han't 
approach me, tho' he beg- on his knees at my very door 
——-a bale injurious man I' [Exit* 

Mrs Drug. Dimity, do, let us follow, and hear what 
ive" has to fay for hcrfelf. \Exit. 

Dim. She has excufe enough, I warrant her — What 
a noife is here indeed T— I have liv'd in polite families* 
where there was- no fuch buftle made about nothing. 

[Exit. 
Enter Sir Charles and Drugget. 

Sir Gha. , Tis in vain, Sir;, my refolution is taken— 

Drug- Well, but condder^ I am her father in- 

Adge me oaly till we hear what the girl lias to fay in her 
defence. 

Sir Cba. 4Shc can have nothing to fay — no excufe cfri 

fate fuch behaviour. 

Drug. Don't be too pofitive — there may be fome mif~ 
like. 

Sir Cba* No miftake— -did not I fee her, hear her my- 
felf? 

Drug. Lackaday ! then I am an unfortunate man ! 

Sir Cba. She will be unfortunate too — with all my 
fceart — (he may thank herfelf — me might have been hap- 
py, had me been fo difpos'd^ 

Drug. Why, truly, I think (He might. 
* Enter Mrs Drugget. 

Mrt Drug* I wifh you'd moderate your anger a little 
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—and let us talk over this affair with temper 2 — my — 
daughter denies every tittle of your charge* ' 

Sir Cha. Denies it ! denies it I 
- Mrs Drug. She does indeed. 

Sir Cha. And that aggravates* her fault. 

Mrs Drug. She vows you never found her out in any 
thing that was wrong. 

Sir Cha. So ! (he does not allow it to be wrong then? 
—Madam, I tell you again, I know her thoroughly ; I 
fay, I have found her out, and i am now acquainted 
with her character. 

Mr* Drug* Then, you arc in oppofite ftories— flic 
fwears* my dear Mr Drugget, the poor girl fwears fhe 
sever was guilty of the finaUeft infidelity to her hufbani 
in her born days* 

Sir Cha* And what then ? — what if fhe does fay fo? 

Mrs Drug. And if fhe fays truly, it is hard her cha* 
va&er mould be blown upon without jufl caufe. 

Sir Cha. And is fhe therefore to behave ill in other. 
j»efpe&s ? I never charg'd her with infidelity to me, Ma* 
dam— -There I allow her innocent. 

Drug* And did not you charge Tier then I 

Sir Cha. No, Sir, I never dreamt of fuch a thing. 

Drug. Why then,, if file's innocent, let me tell you^ 
you're a fcandalous perfon.. 
. Mrs Drug. Prithee, my. dea r 

Drug. Be quiet — tho' he is a man of: quality, I will* 

tell him of it did not I fine ibr fheriff? — Yes, yon. 

are a fcandalous perfon io depu&e an. honeft man's 
daughter. "* m . 

$jr Cha. What have you taken into your head now£* 

Drug. You charg'd her with falfehood to your bed* 

Sir Cha. No— nftver — never* 

Drug. But I fay you did — you call'd yourfelf a cuc- 
kold — did not he, wife ?. 

Mrs. Drug. Yes, lovely, I'm witnefs.. 

Sir Cha. Abfurd ! • I. faid no fuch thing* 

Drug. But I aver you did. 

Mrs Drug. .You did, indeed, Sir. . 

Sir Cha. But I tell you no — pofitively no. 

Drug, and Mrs Drug. And I fay yes, pofitfvdyi 

Si* 
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Sir Cba* 'Sdeath, this is all madnefs— 
Drug. You faid fhe follow'd the ways of moft of her 
(ex. 

Sir Cha. I faid fo— and what then ? 

Drug* There, he owns it— owns that he call'd him* 
fclf a cuckold— and without rhirac or-reafon into the bar- 
gain. 

Sir Cha. I never ownM any fuch thing. 
' Drug. You own'd it eVen now — now — now — now. 
Enter Dimity, in a jit of laughing. 

Dim. What do you think it was all about — ha, hai 
the whole fecret is come out, ha, ha! — It was all about 
a game of cards — ha, ha!— 

J)rug. A game of cards! 

Dint, [laughing."] It was all about a club and a dia- 
mond* {Runs out laughing* 

Drug. And was that all, Sir Charles ? 

Sir Cha. And enough too, Sir — 

Drag. And was that what you found her out in? 

Sir Ch*. I can't bear to be contradicted when I'm 
"clear that I'm in the right. 

Drug. I never heaid fuch a heap of nonfenfe in all my 
life — Woodley fhall marry Nancy. 

Mrs Drug. Don't be in a hurry, my love, this will 
all be made up* 

Drug. Why does not he go and beg her pardon, 
then? 

Sir Cha. I beg her pardon ! I won't debafe myfelf to 
any of y*u— *-I (han't forgive her, you may reft affur'd. 

[Exit. 

Drug. Now there — there's a pretty fellow for you ! 

Mrs Drug. I'll ftep and prevail on my Lady Rackett 
to fpeak to him — then all will be welh [ Exit* 

Drug. A ridiculous fop! I'm glad 'tis no worfe, how- 
ever. 

Enter Nancy. 
So Nancy — you feem in confufion, my girl! 

Nan, How can one help it ? — With all this noife in 
the houfe, and you're going to marry me as ill as my 
fitter — I hate Mr Lovelace. 

Drug. Why fo, child? 

•Nan.' I know thefe people of quality defpife ua all 
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out of pride, and would be glad to many us out o 
varice. 

Drug* The girl's right. 

Nan. They marry one woman, live with another, 
love only themfelves. 
' Drug. And then quarrel about a card. 

Nan. I don't want to be a gay lady 1 want t 

happy. 

Drug. And fo you (hall — don't fright yourfelf, c 
—ftep to your filter, bid her make herfelf eafy- 
and comfort her, go. 

Nan. Yes, Sir. [i 

Drug. Ill ftep and fettle the matter with Mr W< 
ley this moment. [J 

Enter Sir Charles, with a pad of cards in his ban 

Sir Cha. Never was any thing like her behavioui 
can pick out the very cards I had in my hand ; and 
'tis as plain as the fun— there — now — there — no— d; 
it— no— there it was — now let's fee — they had foui 
honours — and we play'd for the odd trick— damnati 
honours were divided— ay ! — honours were divided- 
then a trump was led — and the other fide had the — > 
fufion ! — this prepofterous woman has put it all 01 
my head — [Pa// ths cards into his pocket.~] Mighty i 
Madam; I have done with you. 

Enter Mrs Drugget. 

Mrs Drug. Come, Sir Charles, let me prevail— C 
*rith me and fpeak to her. 

Sir Cha. I don't defire to fee her face. 

Mrs Drug. If you were to fee her all bath'd in Xx 
I am fure it would melt your very heart. 

Sir Cka. Madam, it fhall be my fault if ever 1 
treated fo again — Pll have nothing to fay to her — £ 
ing 9 ftops.~\ Does fhe give up the point? 

Mr. Drug* She does, fhe agrees to any thing. 

Sir Cha. Does (he allow that the club was the plf 

Mrs Drug. Juft as you pleafe — fhe's all fubmiffic 
. Sir Cha. JDoes (he own that the club was not the 
in the houfe ? 

Mrs Drug. She does fhe does, 

Sir Cha. Then I'll ftep and fpeak to her 1 h 

Wis clearer in any thing in my life. ■ But, Mrs Di 
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jet, give me leave to afk you— You are a very fenfible 
woman no w » -111 (how you— -—Here are the very 
cank- 
er/ Drug. Lord, Sir, I underftand nothing at all 
about cards. , 

Sir Cha. Damn me, if ever I faw fuch an obftinate 
family all my life. [Exit* 

Mrs Drug. Lord love 'em, they'll make it up bow— 
and then they'll be as happy as ever. [Exit. 

Enter Nancy. 

Nan. Well, they may talk what they will of tafte, 
asd genteel life— I don't think 'tis natural— —Give 

me Mr Woodley La! there's that odious thing co-' 

aing this way. 

Enter Lovelace. 

Love. My charming little innocent, I have not fees 
you thefe three hours. 

Nan* I have been very happy thefe three hours. 

Love. My fweet angel, you feem difconccrted— 
And you neglect your pretty figure— No matter for 
the prefent; in a little time 1 mall make you appear as 
graceful and genteel as your lifter. 

' Nan. That is not what employs my thoughts, Sir. 

• Love. Ay, but my pretty little dear, that mould en» 

1 g*g e your attention to fet off and adorn the charms 

* that nature has given you mould be the bufinefs of 
'yaurlife. 

*TO|*. sAh, but I have learn'd a new fong that con- 
'tradi&s what you fay; and tho' 1 am not in a very good 
'humour for finging, yet you (hall hear it. 

1 Love . By all means— don't check your fancy— 
'I'm all attention. 

4 Nan. It expreffes my fentiments ; and when you have 
'heard them, you won't teize me any more. 

•SONG. 

1 To dance and to drefs, and to flount it about; 
4 To run to park, play, to affembly and rout ; 
c To wander for ever in whim's giddy maze, 
1 And one poor hair torture a million of ways ; 
' To put, at the glafs, every feature to fchool, 
1 And pra&ifc their art on each fop and each fool; 
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' Of one thing to think, and another to tell: 
. * Thcfe, thefe are the manners of each giddy belle. 
' To fmile and to fimpcr, white teeth to difplay ; 
4 The time in gay follies to trifle away ; 

* Againft every virtue the bofom to fteel, 
: * And only of drefs the anxieties feel; 

4 To be at Eve's ear the infidious decoy ; 

* The pleafure ne'er tafte, yet the mifchief enjoy; 
' To boaft of foft raptures they never can know : 

* Thefe, thefe are the manners of each giddy beau. 

* £ Exk 

Nan. May be fo, Sir; but I'm not at leifure to recer 
your inftru&ions — and fo your fervant, Sir. [_Exi 

Love. I muft have her, notwithstanding this— f< 
tho' I'm not in love, yet I'm in debt. 

Enter Drugget. 

Drug. So, Mr Lovelace ! Any news from aboi 
ftairs ? Is this abfurd quarrel at an end — Have the 
made it up? 

Love. Oh! a mere bagatelle, Sir — -thefe little fracs 
among the better fort of people never laft long — Elegai 
trifles caufe elegant difputes ; and we come together ele 
gantly again—- as you fee— for here they come, in pei 
fed good humour. 

Enter Sir Charles and Lady Rackets 

Sir Cka. Mr Drugget, I embrace you ; Sir, you fc 
me now in the moft perfect harmony of fpirita. - 

Drug. What, all reconcil'd again ? 

Lady Rar. All made up, Sir— I knew how to briiij 
him to my lure — This is the firft difference, I think, w 
ever had, Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha. And I'll be fworn it (hall be the lait 
. Drug. I am happy at laft— Sir Charles, I car 
fpare you an image to put on the top of your houfe ii 
London. 

Sir Cha. Infinitely obKg'd to you. 

Drug. Well, well 'Tis time to retire now A 

am glad to fee you reconciled and now I'll wHl 

you a good night, Sir Charles Mr Lovelace, this i 

your way fare ye well both ■ I am glad you: 

quarrels arc at an end — This way, Mr Lovelace. ■' 

[Exeunt Lovelace and Drugget 

.5i\ 
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Lady Rac. Ah! you're a fad man, Sir, Charles, to 
oefeiTc to me as you have done. 

Sir Cha. My dear, I grant it and fuch an abfurd 

quarrel too— ha, ha! 

Lady Rac. Yes — ha, ha ! — about fuch a trifle. 

Sir Cha. 'Tis pleafant how we could both fall into 
fuch an error — ha, ha! 

Lady Rac. Ridiculous beyond expreffion — ha, ha ! 

Sir Cha. And then the miftake your father and mo* 
ther fell into — ha, ha! 

Lady Rac. That too is a diverting part of the (lory— 
ha, ha! — But, Sir Charles, muft I flay and live with my 
father till I grow as fantaftical as his own evergreens ? 

Sir Cha. No, no, prithee— don't remind me of tar 
folly. • 

Lady Rac. Ah ! my relations were all ftanding be- 
l*md counters, felling Whitechapel needles, while youfr 
family were fpending great eftates. 

Sir Cha. Nay, nay, fpare my blumes. 

Lady Rac. How could you fay fo harm a thing ?■— * 
I don't lore you. % 

Sir Cha. It was indelicate, I grant it. 

Lady Rac, Am 1 a vile woman ? 

Sir Cha. How can you, my angel ? 

Lady Rac. I (han't forgive you! — I'll have you on 
your knees for this. {Sings arid plays with him\ — " Go, 
naughty man." — Ah! Sir Charles! 

Sir Cha. The reft of my life fliall aim at convincing 
you how finccrely I love — 

Lady Rac. \Jings.~\ " Go, naughty man, I can't abide 
you." — Well! come let us go to rtft. \Going.~\ Ah, 
Sir Charles! — now it is all over, the diamond was the 
play. 

Sir Cha. Oh no, no, no, — my dear ! ha, ha !— it was 
the club indeed. 

Lady Rac. Indeed, my love, you're miftaken. 

Sir Cha. Oh, no, no, no. 

Lady Rac. But I fay yes, yes, yes — [Both laughing.] 

Sir Cha. Pfha ! no fuch thing — ha, ha ! 

Lady Rac 'Tis fo indeed — ha, ha ! 

Sir Cha. No, no, no — you'll make me die with laugh- 

Vol.IV. Q^ Lad} 
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.Lady Rac. Ay, and you make me laugh too — ha, ha! 

[Toying 'with him* 
Enter Footman. 

Foot. Your honour's cap and flippers. 

Sir Cha. Ay, lay down my night-cap— and here, 
take thefe (hoes off. [He takes, 9 em off, and leaves 'etft at 
a diftance."] Indeed, my Lady Rackett, you make me 
ready to expire with laughing- — ha, ha ! 

Lady Rac You may laugh — but I'm right, notwith- 
standing. 

Sir Cha Sow can you fay fo? 

Lady Rac. How can you fay otherwife ? 
■ Sir Cha. Well, now mind me, my Lady Racket — We 
can now talk of this matter in good- humour— We can 
difcufs it coolly — 

Lady Rac. So^ we can-^and 'tis for that reafon I ven- 
ture to fpeak to you — Are thefe therufflcs I bought for you? 

Sir Cha. They are, my dear, 

Lady Rac. They are very pretty— But indeed you 
played the card wrong. 

Sir Cha. Po, there is nothing fo clear— if you will 
but hear me— only hear me. 

Lady Rac. Ah! — but do you hear me— the thing was 
thus — The adversary's club being the beft in the houfe— 

Sir Cha. How can you talk To ! — [fomenuhat pecvifb. 

Lady Rac See there now * 

Sir Cha. Liften to me This was the affair— 

Lady R. Pfha! fiddleflick! hear me firft. 

Sir. Cha. Po— — no damn it, let me fpeak. 

* Lady Rac. Well, to be fure you're a ftrange man* 

* Sir Cha. Plague and torture ! there is no fuch thing 
* as converfing with you. 

« Lady Rac. Very well, Sir! fly out again. 

* Sir Cha. Look here now here's a pack of cards* 

4 now you (hall be convine'd— ' 

Lady Rac. You may talk till to morrow ; 1 know I'm 
right. . [IValks about. 

Sir Cha. Why then, by all that's perverfe, you arc 
the moft headftrong— Can't you look here-now— — here 
are the very cards. 

Lady Rac. Go on; you'll find it out at htft. 

Sir Cha* Damn it ! will you let a man (how you. Po! 

'tis 
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*twaD nonfenfe — I'll talk no more about it — [puts up the 
•W/.] Come, we'll go to bed. [Going.'] Now, only ftay £ 
moment— [takes out the •cards.'] Now, mind me — fee here. 
Lady Rac. No, it does not fignify — your head will 
be dearer in the morning — I'll go to bed. 
Sir Cha. Stay a moment, can't ye ? 
Lady Rac. No — my head begin* to aehe — [affecledly."} 
'Sir Cha. Why then, damn the cards — there — there 
[throwing the cards about] and there, and there — You< 
may go to bed by yourfelf ; and confuiion feize me if 1 
live a moment longer with yeu — [Putting on his Jhocs* 
again.] 

1 Enter Dimity. 
•Diht. Did you call, Sir? 

* Sir Cha. No, never, Madam. 

* Dim. \in a fit of laughing.] What, at it again!' 
Lady Rac. Take your own way, Sir. 

Sir Cha. Now then, I tell you once more you are a 
yile woman. 

' Dim. La, Sirl This is charming— I'll run and tell' 
the old couple. [Exit.* 

Sir Cha. [ftill putting on his Jhoes. ] You are the mod 
perverfe, obftinate, nonfenfkal 

Lovi Rac Ha, ha ! don't make me laugh again, Sir 
Charles* 

Sir Cha. Hell and the devil Will you fit down 

quietly, and let me convince you ? 

Lady Rac. I don't choofe to hear any more about it* 

Sir Cha. Why then I believe you are poflefled — it is 
in vain to talk fenfe and reafon to you* 

Lady Rac. Thank you for your compliment, Sir ■ 
fuch a man [with a fneering laugh.] I never knew the 
like — " [Sits down* 

Sir Cha. I promife you, you (hall repent of this ufage, 
before you have a moment of my company again — it 
(han't be in a hurry you may depend, Madam — Now 
fee here — I can prove it to a demon itration [Sits down 
by hen Jhe gets up] Look ye there again now — you have 
the moft perverfe and peevi(h temper — I wifli I had ne- 
ver feen your face — I with I was a thoufand miles off 
from you — Sit down but one moment. 

Lady Rac. I'm difpos'd to walk about, Sir. 
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Sir Cba. Why then, may I perifh if ever— a Hod 
head-— an idiot I was, to marry [walks about~] fuch a pn 
yoking — impertinent — \Sheftts do*wnS\ Damnation !— 
am fo clear in the thing — (he is not worth my notice 
\Sits down, turns his back* and looks uneafyJ\ I'll tal 
no more pains about it — \Paufis for fome time, then loo 
at ber,J[ Is not it very ftrange that you won't hear me 

Lady Rac. Sir, I am very ready to hear you. 

Sir Cba. Very well then — very well— my dear — yt 
remember how the game flood. 

Lady Roc. I wiih you'd untie my necklace, it hur 
me. 

Sir Cba. Why can't you Men? 

Lady Rac. 1 tell you it hurts me terribly. 

Sir Cba* Death and confufion ! there is no bearir 
this — you may be as wrong as you pleafe ; and may 
never hold four by honours, if I ever endeavour to t 
you right again. [j£x 

Enter Mr and Mrs Drugget, Woodley, Lovelace, a\ 

Nancy. 

Drug* What's here to do now ? 

Lady Rac. Never was fuch a man born— I did not £ 
a word to the gentleman— and yet he has been ravii 
about the room like a madman. 

Drug. And about a club again, I fuppofe — Comet 
ther, Nancy ; Mr Woodlcy, fhe is your's for life* 

Mrs Drug, My dear, how can you be fb — 
. Drug. It (hall be fo take her for life, Mr Woo 

ky. 

Wood. My whole life fhall be devoted to her hapj 
»efs. 

Love. The devil ! and fo I am to be left in the lurch 
this manner, ami? ' 

Lady llac. Oh ! this is only one of thofe polite d 
putes which people of quality, who have nothing elfe 
differ about, muft always be liable to— This will all 1 
be made up. 

Drug. Never tell me — 'tis too late now — Mr Woo 
ley, I recommend my girl to your care — I (hall have n 
thing now to think of, but my greens, and my imagi 
and my fhrubbery— though, mercy on all married foil 

i 
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Af I.' fcr thefe wranglings are, I am afraid, What *wc 
i*ufi all come to. 

Lady Rackett coming forward. 
What noe mtift all come to ? What? — Come to what ?. 
Muft broils and quarrels be the marriage-lot? 
If that's the wife, deep meaning of our poet, 
The man's a fool ! a blockhead ! and Til mow it* . 

' What could induce him v rn an age fo nice, 
1 So fam'd for virtue, fo refin'd from vice, 

* To form a_plan fo trivial,, falfe, and low? 

* As iFa belle could quarrel with a beau : 

1 As if there were, in thefe thrice happy days, 
MDne-wbo from nature or from reafon ftrays ! 

* There's no crofshufband now, no wrangling wife j; 
1 The man is downright -ignorant of life. 

"Tisthe millennium this — devoid of guile. 

' Fair gentle truth ancLwhite-rob'd candour fmile. 

1 Erom-everywbreaft the fordid love of gold 

' Is banifh'd quite— no boroughs now are fold ! 

1 Pray tell me> Sirs— f for I don't know, I vow,] 

' Pray — is there fuch a thing as gaming now? 

' Do peers make laws againft that giant vice ? 

* And then at Arthur's break them in a trice ? 

*No — no— our lives are virtuous all, aufterc and hard$ ; 

4 Pray, Ladies — do you ever fee a card ? 

1 Thofc empty boxes (how you don't love plays ; 

' The managers, poor fouls ! get nothing now a- days*.. 

* If here you come — by chance but once a-week, . 
1 The pit can witnefs that you never fpeak : 

c Penfive attention fits with decent mien 5 

* No paint, no naked ihoulders, to be feen!' ' 

And yet- this grave, this moral, pious age, 
May learn one ufeful leffon from the ftage. 
Shun ftrife* ye fair; and, once a conteft o'cj| 
Wake to a blaze the dying flame no more — 
From fierce debate, fly all the tender loves ; 
And Venus cries, " Coachman, put to my doves ;'* 
The genial hed no blooming Grace prepares, 
J 1 And every day becomes, a day of cares." 

(^5 B. N: 
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PROLOGUE. 



by GEORGE COLEMAN. 
Spoken by Mr KING. 



FA sir row in et'ty thing bears fov'reign fway, 
And words and periwigs have both their day X 
Each have their purlieus too, are modi lb each 
In Hated diftricls, wigs as well as fpeeeh. 
The Tybom fcratch, thick club, and Temple tie,. 
The pufon's feather-top frst'd broad aji4 high, 



PROLOGUE- 

The coachman's cauliflower built tiers on tiers 
Differ not more from bags and brigadiers, 
Than great St George's of St James's (tiles, 
From the Broad dialect of broad St Giles. 

What is bon ton?— Oh, damme, cries a buck— 
Half drunk— a(k me, my dear, and you're in luck! 
Bon ton i to fwear, break windows, beat the watch, 
Pick up a wench, drink healths, and roar a catck. 
Keep it up, keep it up f damme, take your fwingf 
Ben ton is life, my boy ; boa ton** the thing ! 

Ah ! I loves life, and all the joys it yields- 
Says madam Fu flock, warm from Spital-fields. 
Bone Tone's the fpace 'twixt Saturday and Monday, 
And riding in a one-horfe chair o' Sunday! 
Tis drinking tea on fummer-afternoons 
At Bagniggc-Wells r with china and gilt fpoons !" 

'Tis laying by our (luffs, red cloaks, and pattens,. 
To dance cow-tillons, all in filks and fit ins! 
Vulgar f cries Mifs. t)bferve in higher life 

The feather'd fpinfter and thrice-featber'd wife! 

The club's bon ton. Bon ton's a conftaut trade 

Of rout, feftino, ball, and mafquerade ! 

Tis plays and puppet-fhews; 'tis fomething new! 

Tis lofing thoufands ev'ry night at loo T 

Nature it thwarts, and contradicts all reafon;. 

Tis ft iff French (lays, and fruit when out of leafonf 

A rofe when half a guinea is the price, 

A fet of bays'Jcarce bigger than fix mieer 

To vifit friends you never wi(h to fee; 

Marriage 'twixt thofe who never can agree; 

Old dowagers drcft, painted, patch r d, and curl'd; 

This is bon ton y and this we call the world ! 

* [True, fays my Lord; and thou, my only fan, 

Whate'er your faults, ne'er fin a gain ft bon ton t 

Who toils for learning at a public fchool, 

And digs for Greek and Latin, is a fooL 

French, French, my boy's the thing! jafezf prate, chatter V 

Trim be the mode, whipr-fyllabub the matter!' 

Walk like a Frenchman ! for on Englifh pegs 

Moves pative aukwardnefs with two left legs. 

Of courtly friendftiip form a treacherous league ; 

Seduce mens daughters, with theijt wives intrigue : *? 

In tightly fcmicircles round your nails, 

Keep your teeth clean— and grin, if fmall talk fails— 

But never laugh, whatever jeft prevails! 

Nothing but nonfenfe e'er gave laughter birth; 

That vulgar way the vulgar (how their mirth. 

Laughter s a rude convulsion, (enfe that juftles, 

Difturbs the cockles, and diftoru the mufcles. 

Hearts may be black, but all (hould wear clean faces % 

The graces, boy! the graces- graces, graces Q 
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Such is ton ten ! and, walk this cjty thro', 
In building, fc nibbling, fighting, and vcrtu, 
And various other fhapes, 'twill rife to view. 
To-night our Bayes, with hold, but carelcfs tints, 
Hits off* a fltctch or two, like Daily's prints. 
Should connoifleurs allow his rough draughts ftrike *em, 
'Twill be bon ton to fix 'em and to like 'em. 



ACT L 

Enter Lady Minikin and Mifs Tittup. 

Lady Minikin. 

IT is not, my dear, that I have the leaft regard for 
my lord ; I had no love for him before I married 
him, and you know matrimony is no Breeder of aJFec- 
tion ; but it hurts my pride that he mould neglect me. 
and run after other women. 

Mifs Tit. Ha, ha, ha! How can you be fo hypocri- 
tical, lady Minikin, as to pretend to uneafinefs at fuch 
trifles: but, pray, have you made any new difcoveries of 
my lord's gallantry ? 

La. Min> New difcoveries ! why, I faw him myfelf 
yefterday morning in a^ hackney coach with a minx in a 
pink cardinal ; you (hall absolutely burn your's, Tittup, . 
for I (hall never bear to fee one of that colour again/ 

Mifs Tit. Sure me does not fufpe& me. {/(fide.'] And' 
where was your lady (hip, pray, when you faw him ? 

La. Min. Taking the air .with colonel Tivy in his vis- - 
a-vis. 

Mifs Tit. But, my dear lady Minikin, how can you 
be fo angry that my lord was hurting your pride, as you 
call it, in the hackney-coach, when you had him fo much 
in your power in the vis-a-vis^ 

La. Min. What, with my lord's friend, and my friend's 
lover! {Takes her by the band.'] O fie, Tittup../ 

Mifs Tit. Poo, poof Love and friendfhip .arc very 
fine names, to be fure, but they are mere vi firing acquain- 
tance; we know their names indeed, talk of 'em fonrc- 
tirnes, and let 'em knock at our doors, but we never let 
*«a in, you know. [Lnking roguijhly at her. . 
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La. Mitt. I vow, Tittup, you are extremely polite. 
Mifs Tit. I am extremely indifferent in thefe affairs, 
thanks to my education. — We muff marry, you know, 
became other people of famion marry ; but I fhould think 
*ery meanly of myfelf if, after I was married, I mould 
feel the leaft concern at all about my hufband. 

La. Min. I hate to praife myfelf, and yet I may with 
truth arer, that no woman of quality ever had, can have, 
or will have, fo confummate a contempt for her lord, as 
I have for moff honourable and puiffant Earl of Mini- 
kin, Vifcount Periwinkle* and Baron Titmoufe — Ha, 
ha, ha ! 

Mifs Tit. But is it not ff range, lady Minikin, that 
merely his being your hufband fhould create fuch indif- 
ference ? for certainly, in every other eye, his lordfhip " 
has great accomplishments. 

La. Min* Accompliihments \ thy head is certainly 
tura'd ; if you know any of 'em, pray let's have 'em \ 
they are a novelty, and will amufe me. 
Mifs Tit* Imprimis, he it a man of quality. 
La. Min Which, to be fure, includes all the cardinal 
virtue*:— poor girl! go on. 

Mifs Tit. He is a very handfome man. 
La. Min. He has a very bad conffitution. 
Mifs Tit. He has wit. 

La. Min. He is a lord, and a little goes a great 
way. 

Mifs Tit. He has great good-nature. 
La. Min, No wonder, he's a fool. 
Mifs Tit. And then his fortune, you'll allow— 
La. Min. Was a great one — but he games ; and, if 
fairly, be'a undone ; if not, he deferves to be hang'd — • 
and fo, exit my lord Minikin — And now, let your wife 
uncle and my good coufin Sir John Trotley, baronet, 
enter: Where is he, pray? 

Mifs Tit. in his own room, I fuppofe, reading pam- 
phlets and newfpapers againft the enormities of the times; 
if he ftaya here a week longer, notwithftanding my ex* 
pe&ations from him, I (hall certainly affront him* 

La. Min. I am a great favourite, but it is impoflible 
much longer to act up to his very righteous ideas of 
tbingSt— -Isn't it pleafant to hear him abufe every body. 
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and every thing, and yet always finishing with ar— You'If 
excufe me, coufin! — Ha,- ha, ha! 

Mifs Tit. What do you think the Goth faid to me 
yeftcrday ? One of the knots of his tie hanging dowir his 
left moulder, and his fring'd ccavat nicely twifted down 
his breaft and thrnft thro* his gold button-hole, which 
look'd exactly like my little Barbet's- head in his gold 
collar: — " Niece Tittup, (cries he, drawing himfelf up)> 
«' I proteft againft this manner of conducting yourfelf, 
«-* both at home and abroad." — What are your objec- 
tions, Sir John, anfwered I, a little pertly?—'* Various 
•« and manifold, (replied he), I have no time to enume- 
44 rate particulars now; but I will venture to prophecy, 
" if you keep whirling round in the vortex of pantheon*, 
« operas, feftinos, coteries, mafquerades, and all the de- 
•* vilades in this town, your head will be giddy, downr 
" you will fall, lofe the name of Lucretia, and be call* A 
** nothing but Tittup ever after — You'll excufe mc, cou- 
« fin !"— And fo he left me. 

La. Min. O the barbarian ! 

Enter Gymp. 

Gymp. A card, your ladymip, from Mrs Pewitt. 

La. Min. Poor Pewitt ! — If (he can be but feci* at 
public places with a woman of quality, (he's the happieft 
of plebeians. \Reads the car dm 

• € Airs Pewitt's refpe&s to Lady Minikin and Mifs Tit- 
" tup; hopes to have the pleafure of attending them to 
" Lady Filligree's ball this evening.- — Lady Daifey fees 
u mafks." — We'll certainly attend her. — Gymp, put 
fome meflage -cards upon my toilet, 111 fend an anfwer 
immediately; and tell one of my footmen, that he mud 
make fbme vifits for me to-day again, and fend me a lift 
of thofe he made yefterday : he muft be fure to call at 
lady Pettitoes, and if (he ihould unluckily be at home, 
he muft fay that he came to inquire after her fprain'd 
ankle. 

Mi/} Tit. Ay, ay, give our compliments to her fprain'd 
ankle. 

La. Min. That woman's fo fat, fhe'll never get well 
of it ; and I am refolv'd not to call at her door myfelf, 
till I am fure of not finding her at home.'; — I am horrid- 
ly low-fpirited to-day; do, fend your Colonel to play at 

cbe£%, 
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cfccfi with me. Since he belong'd to you, Titty, I have 
' taken a kind of liking to him ; I like every thing that 
lorn my Titty. L&Jfc' her. 

Mifs Tit. 1 know yon do, my deaj Lady. 

[Kifes her. 
La. Min. That fneer I don't like ; if (he fufpe&s, I 
wall hate her. \Afid9.y— Well, dear Titty, I'll go and 
w/ite my cards, and drefs for the mafquerade ; and if that 
won't raife my fpirits, you mull affift me to plague my 
Lord a little. \Exit. 

Mifs Tit. Yes ; and I'll plague my Lady a little, or I 
am much miflaken : my Lord fhall know every tittle that 
has palled. What a poor, blind, half-witted, f elf- con- 
ceited creature, this dear friend and relation of mine is ! 
And what a fine fpirited gallant foldier my Colonel is i 
My .lady Minikin likes him, he likes my fortune : my 
Lord likes me, and I like my Lord ; however, not fo 
much as he imagines, or to play the fool fo rafhly as he 
may expect ; (he mull be very filly indeed, who can't flut- 
ter about the flame without burning her wings. — What 
a great revolution in this family in the fpace of fifteen 
months! — We went out of England a very aukward, re- 
gular, good Englifh family ! but half a year in France, 
and a winter palled in the warmer climate of Italy, have 
ripen'd our minds to every refinement of eafe, diffipation, 
and pleafure. 

Enter Colonel Tivy. 
Col. Thy. May I hope, Madam, that your humble 
Servant had fome fhare in your laft reverie ? 

Mifs Tit. How is it poffible to have the lean; know- 
ledge of colonel Tivy, and not make him the principal 
object of one's reflections. 

Col. Tivy. That man mull have very little feeling and 
tafte who is not proud to have a place in the thoughts 
of the fineft woman in Europe. 

Mifs Tit. O fie, Colonel! [Curtfeys and blufhes. 

Col. Tivy. By my honour, Madam, I mean what I 
fay. 

Mifs Tit. By your honour, Colonel! Why will yott 
pafs off your counters to me? Don't I know that you 
fine gentlemen regard no honour but that which is* given 

at 
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at the gaming-table, and which indeed ought to be 
only honour you fhou'd make free with. 

CqL Tivy. How can you, Mifs, treat me fo crue 
Have I not abfolotely forfworo dice, miftrefs, v 
thing, fincc I dar'd to offer myfelf to you ? 

Mifs Tit. Yes, Colonel ; and when I dare to rec 
you, you may return to every thing again, and not 
late the laws of the prefent happy matrimonial eftabl 
ment. 

Col. Tivy* Give me but your confent, Madam, 
your life to come — 

Mifs Tit. Do you get my confent, Colonel, and 
take care of my life to come. 

Col. Tivy. How /hall I get your confent? 
Mifs Tit. By getting me in the humour. 
Col. Tivy. But how to get you in the humour? 
Mifs Tit. O, there are feveral ways ; I am very gc 
natur'd. 

Col, Tivy. Are you in the humour now? 
Mifs Tit. Try me. 
Col. Tivy. How (hall I ? 

Mifs Tit. How mall I ! — You a foldier, and »ot k 
the art military? — How (hall I ? — I'll tell you how 
When you have a fubtle, treacherous, politic enent 
deal with, never {land (hilly ftally, and lofe your 1 
in treaties and parleys, but cock your hat, draw ] 
fword; — march, beat drum — dub, dub, a dub — pre! 
fire, piff-pauff — 'tis done ! — they fly, they yield. — ' 
tonal victoria! — [Running 

CJ. Tivy. Stay, ftay, my dear, dear angel ! 

[Bringing her i 
Mifs Tit. No, no, no, I have no time to be \ 
now: belides, lady Minikin is in the vapours, and* 
you at chefs ; and my Lord is low-fpirited, and want 
at picquet : my uncle is in an ill-humour, and want 
to difcard you, and go with him into the country^ 
Col. Tivy, And will you, Mifs? 
Mifs Tit. Will 1 !— No, I never do as I am bid; 
you ought — fo go to my Lady. 
Col. Tivy. Nay, but Mifs. 
Mifs TiU Nay, but Colonel, if you won't obey 
pommanding officer, you fliall be broke, and then my 
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im't accept of you ; fo march, Colonel : — look'ee, Sir, 
will command before marriage, and do what I pleafc 
forwards, or I have been well educated to very little 
urpofe. [Exit. 

Col. Tivy. What a mad devil it is ! — Now, if I had the 

aft affection for the girl, I mould be damnably vex'd at 

bis!— But (he has a fine fortune; and I muft have her if 

can.— Tol, lol, lol, &c. [Exhjinging, 

Enter Sir John Trotley and Davy. 

Sir John* Hold your tongue, Davy ; you talk like a 
ool. 

Davy. It is a fine place, your honour, and I cou'd live 
ere for ever! 

Sir John, More (hame for you. — Live here for ever! 
-What, among thieves and pick- pockets ! — What a re- 
olution fince my time ! the more I fee, the more I've 
aufc for lamentation. What a dreadful change has time 
nought about in twenty years ! I mould not have known 
be place again, nor the people; all the flgns that made 
3 noble an appearance, are all taken down. — Not a bob 
t tie wig to be feen ! All the degrees from the parade 
a St James's Park, to the ftool and brufh at the corner 
f every ftreet, have their hair tied up — the mafon lay- 
ng bricks, the baker with his bafket, the poft-boy cry- 
ng newfpapers, and the doctors prefcribing phyfic, have 
ill their hair tied up; and that's the reafon fo many heads 
ire tied up every month. 

Davy. I (hall have my head tied up to-morrow. — Mr 

Rftfp will do it for me your honour and I look like 

fliiliftines among 'em. 

Sir John. And I ihall break your head if it is tied 
ip; I hate innovation. — All confufion, and no diflinc- 
ion! — The ftreets now are as fmooth as a turnpike- road : 
M) rattling and exercife in the hackney-coaches: thofe 
«ho ride in 'em are all fall afleep ; and they have firings 
a their hands, that the coachman muft pull to waken 'em 
rhen they are to be fet down.— What luxury and abo- 
lination ! 

Davy. Is it fo, your honour? 'feckins, I lik'd it 
ogely. 

Sir John. But you muft hate and deteft London. 

Davy. How can I manage that, your honour, when 
Vol. IV, J R \Yw 
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there it every thing to delight my eye and cl 
heart? 

Sir John. 'Tit all deceit and delnfion. 

Davy* Such crowding, coaching, carting, ar 
ling; fuch a power of fine fights, fine (hops fa 
thing* ; a«d then fuch fine illuminations all of a i 
fuch fine dainty ladies in the ftrects, fo civil and 
lc£h— they talk of country-girls, thefe here lo 
healthy and rofy by half. 

Sir John* Sirrah, they are proftitutes ; and 
to delude and deftroy you : they are painted J 
and they who hearken to 'em, like Jezebel of 
go to the dogs : if you dare to look at 'em, yo 
tainted; and if you fpeak to 'em, you are undo 

Davy. Blefs us, blefs us!— -How does you 
.know all this?— Were they as bad in your time 

Sir John. Not by half, Davy — In my time, t 
m fort of decency in the worft of women : — but 
lots now watch like tigers for their prey, and c 
to their dens of infamy— See, Davy, how they 1 
my neckcloth. [Shows his i 

Davy. If you had gone civilly, your hone 
wou'd not have hurt you. 

Sir John. Well, we'll get away as faft as w< 

Davy. Not this month, I hope ; for I have not 
my bellyfull yet. 

Sir John. I'll knock you down, Davy, if y 
profligate : you fhan't go out again to-night ; 
morrow keep in my room, and ftay till I can 1 
my things, and fee they don't cheat you. 

Davyi Your honour then won't keep your w 
me? 

Sir John. Why, what did I promife you ? 

Davy. That I fhou'd take fixpen'oth of on 
theatres to-night, and a milling-place at the < 
morrow. 

Sir John. Well, well, fo I did : is it a mor 
Davy? 

Davy. O yes, and written by a clergyman ; i* 

the Rival Cananites, or the Tragedy of Bragg; 

v Sir John. Be a good lad, and I wont be woric 
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word; there's money for you.— {Gives him fo**e.~\ But 
come ftraight home, for I (hall want to go to bed. 

Davy* To be fure, your honour — As I am to go fo 
foon^ I'll make a night of it. \AJide, and exit. 

Sir John. This fellow wou'd turn rake and maccaroni 
if he was to flay here a week longer— Blefs me, what dan- 
cers are in this town at every ftep ! O that I were once 

fettled (afe again at Trolley Place ! Nothing but to 

fave my country fhou'd bring me back again. My niece 
Lucretia is fo be-fafhion'd and be-devill'd, that nothing, 
I fear, can fare her : however, to eafe my confeieace, I 
muft try. But what can be expected from the young wo* 
men of thefe times, but fallow looks, wild fchemes, fauey 
words, and loofe morals !— They lie a-bed all day, fit up. 
all night: if they are fiknt, they are gaming ; and if they 
talk, 'tis either fcandal or infidelity ; and that they may 
look what they are, their heads are all feather, and round, 
their necks are twi&ed rattlefnake tippets.— O tempora,, 

mores! 

Lord. Minikin discovered in hi: powdering g9wn t with 

JefTamy and Mignon. 

L. Mi*. Pry 'thee, Mignon, don't plague me any 
more; doft think that a nobleman's head has nothing to 
do but to be tortur'd all day under thy infernal fingers i 
give me my clothes. 

Mig. Ven you lofs your monee, my Lor, you no goot 
humour, the devil may drefs your cheveu for me ! 

[Exit. 

L Min. That fellow's an impudent rafcal, but he's 

1 genius; fo i muft bear with him. Our beef and pud- 
ding enriches their blood fo much, that the flaves in a 
month forget their mifery and foup-maigre. — O my 
head! — A chair, JefTamy! — I muft abfolutely change 
my wine-merchant : I can't tafte his champaigne with- 
out difordering myfelf for a week! — Heigho! — \jtighu. 

Enter Mifs Tittup. 

Mifs Tit. What makes you figh, my Lord? 

L. Min, Becaufe you were fo near me, child. 

Mifs Tit. Indeed ! I fhou'd rather have thought my 
Lady had been with you — By your looks, my Lord, I 
am afraid Fortune jilted you laft night ? 

£» Mitu No, faith j our champaigne was not goat. 
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yefterday, and I am vapour'd like our Englifk Novem- 
ber ; but one glance of my Tittup can difpel vapours like 
—like— 

Mifs Tit. Like fomething very fine,~ to be fure ; but 
pray, keep your fimile for the next time ; — and hark'ee— 
a little prudence will not be amifs ; Mr Jeuamy will 
think you mad, and me worfe. [Halfafidt. 

Jef O, pray don't mind me, Madam. 

L. Min. Gadfo, Jeflamy, look out my domino, and 
I'll ring the bell when I want you 

Jef I fhall, my Lord; — Mifs thinks that everybody 
is blind in the houfe but herfelf. \jijidc y and exit. 

Mi ft Tit. Upon my word, my Lord, you muft be a 
little more prudent, or we fhall become the town-talk. • 

L. Min. And fo I will, my dear ; and therefore, to 
prevent furprife, I'll lock the door. [Locks it. 

Mifs Tit. What do you mean, my Lord ? 
. L. Min. Prudence, child, prudence \ 1 keep all my 
ewels under lock and key. 

Mifs Tit- You are not in pofleffion yet, my Lord: I 
qan't flay two minutes : I only came to tell you that lady 
Minikin faw us yefterday in the hackney-coach ; fhe did 
not know me, I believe ; fhe pretends to be greatly uneafy 
at your neglect of her.; (he certainly has fome mifchief 
in her head. 

I*. Min. No intentions, I hope, of being fond of me? 

Mifs Tit. No, no : make yourfelf eafy ; fhc hates yon 
rooft unalterably. 

Ij. Min. You have given me fpirits again. 

Mifs Tit* Her pride is alarm'd that you (hould prefer 
any of the fex to her. > 

L. Min. Her pride then has been alarm'd ever fince I 
had the honour of knowing her. 

Mifs Tit. But, dear my Lord, let U9 be merry and 
wife; (hould (he ever be convine'd that we have a tendr* 
for each other, fhe certainly wou'd proclaim it, and 
then , 

jL. Min. We fhou'd be envy'd, and we fhou'd .be 
laugh'd at, my fwcet couiiti. 

Mifs Tit. Nay, I wou'd have her mortify'd too— for 

tho' I love her Lad) fhip iincerely, I cannot fay but.J 

•feve a little mifchitf as fincerely: but thenJC my uncle 
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Trotley fhou'd know of our affair, he is fo old-fafhionM;. 
prudifh, and out-of-the-way, he wou'd either ftrike me, 
out of his will, or infill upon my quitting the houfe. 

L. Min. My good coufin is a queer mortal, that's 
eertain ; I wifh we could get him handfomely into the 
country again— He has a fine fortune to leave behind, 
him— 

Mifs Tit. But then he lives fo regularly, and never 
makes ufe of a phyfician, that he may live thefe twenty; 
years* 

L. Min. What can we do with the barbarian? 
Mifs Tit. I don't know what's the matter with me* 
but I am really in fear of him; I fuppofe, reading his 
formal books when I was in the country with him, and 
going fo conftantly to church, with my elbows ftuck to> 
my hips, and my toes turn'd in, has given me thefe foolifH 
prejudices. 

L. Min. Then you muft affront him, or you'll never 
get the better of him. 

[Knocking at the door* 
Sir John, [without."} My Lord, my Lord, are you bufy ^ 

[My Lord locks the door foftly. 
Mifs Tit. Heav'ns ! 'tis that deteftable brute, mf 
uncle! 
L. Min, That horrid dog, my coufin ! 
Mifs Tit. What mail we do, my Lord? [Sofi/f^ 

Sir John, [at the door.} Nay, my Lord* my Lord, I 
heard you; pray, let me fpeak with you* 

X. Min. Ho,. Sir John, is it you? I beg your pardon'^ 
111 put up my papers and open the door. 

Mifs Tit. Stay, flay,, my; Lord, I wou'd not meet him. 
bow for the world; if he fees me here alone with you f 
he'll rave like a madman - put me up the chimney ; any 
where.. 

L. Min. [aloud. J Pin coming,- Sir John! here, here, 
get behind, my great chair ; he fhan't fee you, and you 
may. hear all : III be fhort and pleafant with him. 

[Puts her behind the chair , and opens, the door- 
Enter Sir John. 
[During this fcene 9 . my Lord turns the chair % as Sir- 
John moves ) to conceal Tittup. 
Sir John* You'll excufe me, my Lotd, \\wfc \ \a*e 

XL x \»uYasfc. 
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broken ia upon you I I heard you talking pretty loud r 
What, have you nobody with you ? what were you about, 
coufin? [Looking about* 

. L. Min. A particular affair, Sir John ; I always lock 
inyfelf up to ftudy my fpeeches, and fpeak 'em aloud for 
the fake of the tone and a&ion. — 

Sir John. Ay, ay, 'tis the bed way; I am forry I di- 
fturb'd you ; — you'll excufe me, coufin. 

Z». Min. I am rather oblig'd to you, Sir John : — in- 
tenfe application to thefe things ruins my health ; but one 
muft do it for the fake of the nation. 

Sir John* May be fo ; and I hope the nation will be 
the better for't — You'll excufe me. 

L. Min. Excufe you, Sir John ! I love your frank- 
pefs; but why won't you be franker ftill \ we have al- 
ways fomething for dinner, and you will never dine at 
borne. 

Sir John. You mud know, my Lord, that I love to 
know what I eat. — I hate to travel where I don't know 
my way; and fince you have brought in foreign fafhions 
and figaries, every thing and every body are in mafque- 
rade ; your men and manners, too, are as much fritter 'd 
and fricafee'd as your beef and mutton : I love a plain 
dim, my Lord. 

Mifs Tit. \_pe*ping.~\ I wifh I was out of the room, or 
he at the bottom of the Thames. 

Sir John. But to the point — I came, my Lord, to 
•pen my mind to you about my niece Tittup ; (hall I do 
it freely? 

Mifs Tit. Now for it. 

Z, Min* The freer the better ; Tittup's a fine girl, 
coufin, and deferves all the kindnefs you can (how her* 
[Lord Minikin and Tittup tnakejigns at each other- 
Sir John* She muft deferve it, tho', before fhe {hall 
have it ; and 1 wou'd have her begin with lengthening' 
her petticoats, covering her fhouldcrs, and wearing a cap 
upon her head. 

Mifs Tit. O, frightful! [Afid*- 

Z. Min.. Don r t you think a^aper leg, and falling fhoul* 
«Lers, and fine hair, delightful objects, Sir John ? 

Sir John. And therefore ought to be conceal'd ; 't£* 

their injereft to conceal 'em : when you take from. mr^ 

the: 
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the pleafure of imagination, there will be a Scarcity of 

hufbands ; — and then taper legs, falling moulders, and fine 

hair, may be had for nothing. 

. L. Min. Well faid, Sir John! ha, ha! — Your nieoc 

mail wear a horfeman's coat and jack-boots, to pleafe 

you. 

Sir John, You may fneer, my Lord ; but for all that, 
I think my niece in a bad way. She mull leave me and 
the country, forfooth, to travel and fee good company and 
fafhions ! I have feem 'em too, and wifh from my heart 
that (he is not much the worfe for her journey. — You'll 
excufe me! 

/#• Min. But why in a pafiion, Sir John ? — 

[My Lord nods and laughs at Mifs Tittup, who 
peeps from behind. 
Don't you think that my Lady and I {hall be able and. 
willing to put her into the right road? 

Sir John* Zounds ! my Lord, you are out of it your- 

(elf : this comes of your travelling ; all the town knows 

how you and my Lady live together \ and I mud tell 

. you— you'll excufe me I— that my niece fuffers by the 

bargain ; prudence, my Lord, is a very fine thing. 

L. Min. So is a long neckcloth nicely twilled into a 

button-hole; but I don't choofe to wear one. You'll 

excufe me ! 

Sir John* I wifh that he who firft chang'd long neck- 
cloths for fuch things as you wear, had the wearing of 
a twifted neckcloth that I wou'd give him. 

L. Min, Pry 'thee, baronet, don't be fo. horridly out 
of the way; prudence is a very vulgar virtue, andfo in* 
compatible with our prefent eafe and refinement,, that a 
. prudent man of fafhion is now. as great a miracle as .a 
pale woman of quality; we got rid of our mauvais honte 
at the time that we imported our neighbour's rouge and 
their morals. 

Sir John. Did you ever hear the like? I am not fur- 

pris'd} my Lord, that you think fo lightly and talk fo 

. vainly, who are fo polite a hufband;. your lady, my cou- 

fin, is a fine woman, an£ brought you a fine fortune, and 

deferves better ufage. 

L. Min. Will you have her, Sir John? She is very- 
much at your fervice* 

Si* 
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Sir John. Profligate !— What did you marry her finy 
my Lord? 

L. Min* Convenience ! — Marriage is not now-a-days 
an affair of inclination, but convenience; and they who 
marry for love, and fuch old*fafhion'd duff, are to me as- 
ridiculous as thofe that advertife for an agreeable com* 
panion in a poft-chaiTe. 

Sir John. I have done, my Lord.; Mifs Tittup (haft 
either return with me into the country, or not a penny 
mall {he have from Sir John Trotley, baronet. 

[WhiftUs and nvalks about* 

Mifs Tit. I am frighten'd out of my wits ! 

[Lord Minikin Jir;gj f and Jits donvn. 

Sir John. Pray, my Lord, what huxband is this you. 
have got for her? 

L. Min. A friend of mine; a man. of wit, and a fine 
gentleman. 

Sir John. May be fo; and yet make a damn'd huf- 
feand for all that. — You'll excufe me ! — What efUtc ha* 

he, pray? 

L. Min- He's a colonel i his elder brother, Sir Tan* 
Tivy, will certainly break his neck; and then my friend 
will be a happy man. 

Sir John. Here's morals !— A happy man when his 
brother has broke his neck ! — a happy man— Mercy on 
me! 

Z. Min. Why, he'll have fix thoufand a-year, Sir 
John — 

Sir John. I don't care what hell have, nor I don't 
care what he is, nor who my niece marries ; me is a fine 
lady, and let her have a fine gentleman ; I fhan't hinder 
her : I'll away into the country to-morrow, and leave, 
you to your fine doings ; I have no relifh for 'em, not 
I ; I can't live among you, nor eat with you, nor game 
with you ; I hate cards and dice ; I will neither rob nor 
be robb'd; I am contented with what I have, and am 
very happy, my Lord, though my brother has not broke 
his neck. — You'll excufe me ! ££**** 

L. Min* Ha, ha, ha! Come, fox, come out of your 
hole! Ha, ha, ha! 

Mifs Tit. Indeed, my Lord, you have undone me % 
act afoot fhall I have of Trotley Manor ; that's pofitive ! 
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—-But no matter, there's no danger of his breaking his 
Beck, fo I'll e'en make myfelf happy with what I have, 
and behave to him for the future as if he was a poor 
relation. 

Lm Mitt, \kneelitiPy fnatching her handy and kijpng it. J 
I muft kneel and adore you for your fpirit 5 my iwect, 
heavenly Lucretia ! 

Re-enter Sir John. 
Sir John. One thing I had forgot. {Starts* 

Mifs Tit. Ha ! he's here again. 
Sir John* Why, what the devil f — heigho ! my niece 
Lucretia, and my virtuous Lord, ftudying fpeeches for 
the good of the nation ! — Yes, yes, you have been ma- 
king fine fpeeches, indeed, my Lord ; and your argu- 
ments have prevail'd, I fee. I beg your pardon ! I did 
not mean to interrupt your fludics. — You'll excufe me, 
my Lord ! 

L. Min, [fmiling % and mocking himJ\ You'll excufe me,' 
Sir John ! 

Sir John* O yes', my Lord; "but r'm afraid the devil 
won't excufe you at the proper time. — Mifs Lucretia, 
how do you, child ? You are to be married foon — I wifh 
the gentleman joy, Mifs Lucretia; he is a happy man, to 
be Cure, and will want nothing but the breaking of hi* 
brother's neck to be completely fo. 
. Mifs Tit. Upon my word, uncle, you are always put- 
ting bad conftru&ions upon things ; my Lord has been 
Eliciting me to marry his friend — and having that mo- 
Bent extorted a confent from me — be was thanking and 
wifhing me joy — in his foolifh manner. \HeJitating. 

Sir John. Is that all! But how came you here, child? 
•—did yon fly down the chimney, or in at the window ? 
for I don't remember feeing you when I was here be- 
fcre. 

Mifs Tit. How can you talk fo, Sir John ? You 

wally confound me with your fufpicions ; — and then you 
a& fo many queftions, and 1 have fo many things to do,' 
that — that — upon my word, if I don't make hafte, I fhan't 
get my drefs ready for the ball; fo I muft run. — You'll 
*ttufe me, uncle! [Exit running. 

Sir John, A fine hopeful young lady that, my Lord J 
L. Min* She's well-bred, and has wit. 

" Sir 
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Sir John. She has wit and breeding enough to 
at her relations, and beftow favours on your Lor 
but I muft tell you plainly, my Lord— you'll exc 
—that your marrying your Lady, my coufm, to i 
ill ; and fending for my niece, your coufin, to d< 
her— 

L, Min. You're warm, Sir John, and don't km 
world, and I never* contend with ignorance and p 
live with me fome time, and you'll be fatisfied of x 
nour and good intentions to you and your family ; 
mean time command my houfe.— I muft attend 
diately Lady Filligree's mafquerade ; and I am for 
won't make one with us. Here, Jeffamy, give me i 
xnino, and call a chair; and don't let my uncle ws 
any tiling. You'll excufe me, Sir John ; tol, lol, 

&c. l£x**J 

Sir John* The world's at an end! Here's fine 
here are precious doings ! This lord is a pillar 
ftate too ; no wonder that the building is in dangi 
iuch rotten fupportcrs! - Heighho! — And thenm 
lady Minikin, what a friend and hufband fhe is 
with ! — Let me confider : — Shou'd I tell the got 
man of thefe pranks, I may only make more m: 
and mayhap go near to kill her ; for (he's as tei 
fhe'8 virtuous — Poor lady ! I'll e'en go and comf 
directly ; endeavour to draw her from the wicked 
this town into the country, where (he (hall have u 
fowling, and timing, to keep up her fpirits; and i 
die, I will leave her that part of my fortune with 
I intended to reward the virtues of Mifs Lucret 
tup, with a plague to her! 

Lady Minikin'/ apartments* 
Lady Minikin and Colonel Tivy difcovered, 
La. Min. Don't urge it, Colonel ; I can't tl 
coming home from the mafquerade this evening; 
fhou'd pafs for my niece, it wou'd make an uproar 
the fervants, and perhaps from the miftake bn 
your match with Tittup. 

Col Tivy* My dear Lady Minikin, you know m 
riage with your niece is only a fecondary confide 
my firft and principal object is you — you, Madan 
Therefore, my dear Lady, give me your promife t 
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the hall with me ; yon muft, lady Minikin : a bold young 
fellow and a foldier as I am, ought not to be kept from 
plunder when the town has capitulated. 

La. Min. But it has not capitulated, and pehaps nea- 
ter will ; however, Colonel, fince you are fb furious, I 
muft come to terms, I think — Keep your eyes upon me 
at the bally I think I may expect that; and when I drop 
my handkerchief, 'tis your fignal for purfuing ; I (hau 
get home as faft as I can, you may follow me as faft as 
you can ; my Lord and Tittup will be otherwife em- 
ploy'd; Gymp will let us in the back way— No* no; my 
heart inifeives me! 

Col. Troy. Then I am miferable! 
La. Min. Nay, rather than you mould be miferable, 
Colonel, I will indulge jour martial fpirit : meet me in 
the field; there's my gauntlet. [Throws down her glove. 
Col. Thy, [feeing it."] Thus I accept your Tweet 
challenge; and if I fail you, may I hereafter, both in 
love and war, be branded with the name of coward. 

[Kneels and kiffes her band* 
Enter Sir John, opening the door. 
Sir John. May I prefume, coufm? 
La. Min. Ha! [Squalls. 

Sir John. Mercy upon us, what are we at now ! 

[Lookr afionifhei. 
La. Min. How can you be fo rude, Sir John, to come? 
into a lady's room without fi rft knocking at the door ? 
yon hare frighten'd me out of my whs ! 

Sir John. I am furc you have frighten'd me out of 
mine! 
Col. Tivy. Such rudenefs deferves death ! 
Sir John. Death indeed ! for I fhall never recover my- 
felf again! All pigs of the fame ftye! All ftudying tor 
the good of the nation! 
La. Min. We muft foothe him, and not provoke him. 

[Halfajide to the Colonel. 
Col. Tivy. I wou'd cut his throat if you'd permit me. 

[Aftde to Lady Minikin. 
Sir John. The devil has got his hoof into the houfe, 
sod has corrupted the whole family; I'll get out of it as 
ftft as I can, left, he ihou'd lay hold of me too. 

[Going. 
Leu 
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La. Min. Sir John, I muil infift upon your n< 
away in a miftake. 

Sir John. No miflake, my Lady ; I am the 
convinced — Mercy on me! 

La. Min* I muft beg you, Sir John, not to m 
wrong conftru&ions upon this accident ; you mil 
that the moment you was at the door — I had j 
the Colonel no longer to be his enemy in his. defi 
on Mifs Tittup— -this threw him into fuch a ra 
that upon my promifing my intereft with you — ai 
ing him joy— he fell upon his knees, and — and— 
ingS] Ha, ha, ha ! 

Col. Tivy. Ha, ha, ha ! Yes, yes, I fell upon m 
and — and — 

Sir John. Ay, ay, fell upon your knees, and- 
Ha, ha! a very good joke, faith; and the bell 
that they are wiihing joy all over the houfe u 
fame occafion ; and my Lord is wifhing joy ; an< 
him joy, and you, with all my heart. 

*La. Min. Upon my word, Sir John, your ct 
picions affe& me ftrongly ; and tho* my refent 
curb'd by my regard, my tears cannot be rcflraic 
the only refource my innocence has left. [ExJt 
Col. Tivy* I reverence you, Sir, as a relation 
lady ; but as her flanderer, 1 deteft you : her tears : 
dried, and my honour fatisfied : you know what J 
take your choice; — time, place, fword, or piftol 
der it calmly, and determine as you plcafe. I ai 
dier, Sir John. 

Sir John. Very fine, truly ! and fo between t 
codile and the bully, my throat is to be cut ! T! 
guilty of all fort of iniquity ; and when they ar< 
ver'd, no humility and repentance ; — the ladies h 
fource to their tongues or their tears, and the { 

to their fwords. That I may not be drawn in 

one, or drawn trpon by the other, I'll hurry ir 
country while I retain my fenfes and can flee 
whole ikin. 
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A C T II. 

Enter Sir John and Jess am*. 

Sir John. 

rHERt is no bearing this ! What a land are we hi ! 
Upon my word, Mr Jeflamy, you (honld look well 
the houfe, there arc certainly rogues about it : for I 
I but crofs the way jull now to the pamphlet-fhop t . 
buy A Touch of the Times, and they have taken, my 
tiger from my fide ; ay, and had a pluck at my watch 
>; but I heard of their'tricks, and had it fow'd to my 
cket. 

Jef. Don't be alarm'd, Sir John ; 'tis a very com- 
ra thing; and if you will walk the ftreets without 
avoy, you will be pick'd up by privateers of all kinds : 
a, ha! 

Sir John, Not be alarm'-d when I am robb'd! — Why, 
sy might have cut my throat with my own hanger; I 
in't deep a wink all night : fo pray lend me fome wea- 
n of defence ; for I am fure, if they attack me in the 
en flreet, they'll be with me at night again. 
Jef. I'll lend you my own fword, Sir John ; but be 
iw'd there's no danger : there's robbing and murder 
rM every night under my window, but it no more di- 
fbs me than the ticking of my watch at my bed's 
id. 

Sir yohn. Well, well, be that as it will, I mufl be up- 
my guard. What a dreadful place this is! But 'tis all 
ing tc^ the corruption of the times : the great folks 
me, and poor folks rob, no wonder that murder enfues ; * 
1 (ad, fad ! — Well, let me but get over this night, an3 
t leave this den of thieves to-morrow. How long will 
it lord and lady flay at this maiking and mummery 
ore they come home ? 

Jefi 'Tis impofiible to fay the time, Sir; that merely 
xmls upon the fpirit of the company and the nature 
the entertainment : for my own part, I generally make 
nyfelf till four or five in the morning. 
Sir yohn* Why, what the devil, do you make one at 
& mafqueradings? 

?ef. I feldom mifs, Sir; I may venture to fay, that 
ol. IV. 2 - S to- 
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nobody knows the trim and fmall talk of the pi; 
ter than I do ; I was always reckon'd an incorx 
mafk. 

Sir John. Thou art an incomparable coxcomt 
fure. 

Jef. An odd ridiculous accident happen'd to 
mafquerade three years ago; I was in tip-top 
and had drank a little too freely of the Champa 
believe. 

Sir John. You'll be hang'd, I believe. 

Jef Wit flew about ; in fhort, I was in fpirit 
laft, from drinking and rattling, to vary the pleai 
went to dancing: and who do you think I danc' 
nuet with ? he, ne ! pray guefs, Sir, John ? 

Sir John. Danc'd a minuet with! [Ha 

Jef. My own lady, that's all : the eyes of th< 
aflembly were upon" us ; my Lady dances well, an 
lieve I am pretty tolerable: after the dance, I w 
ning into a little coquetry and fmall talk with he 

Sir John. With your lady ? — Chaos is come a; 

Jef. With my lady — but upon my turning m 
thus— [conceitedly"] egad, fhe caught me ; whifp* 
who I was. I wou'd fain have laugh'd her out of 
it wou'd not do. — No, no, JefTamy, fays fhe, I 
to be deceiv'd : pray, wear gloves for the future ; 
may as well go bare-fae'd as fhow that hand and di< 
Ting. 

Sir John. What a fink of iniquity !— Proftitui 
nil fides, from the lord to the pick-pocket. £ 
Pray, Mr JefTamy, among your other virtues, I i 
you game a little, eh, Mr JefTamy? 

Jef A little whift, or fo. — But I am tied .up fr 
dice; I rauft never touch a box again. 

Sir John* I wifh you was tied up fomewhere < 
fweatfrom top totoe ! [A/ids.] — Pray lend me your 
Mr JefTamy ; I fhall go to my room. A nd let my L< 
Lady, and my niece Tittup know, that I beg th 
excufe ceremonies; that I muft be up and gone 
they go to bed ; that; I have a moft profound refpi 
love for them; and- — that I hope we fhall never j 
Mother again as long as we live* 
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. Jrf. I fhall certainly obey your commands. What poor 
ignorant wretches thcie country gentlemen are! 

\^Afidc y and exit* 

Sir yohn. If I ftay 1a this place another day, it wou'd 
throw me into a fever 1 Oh, I wifh it was morning !— 
This comes of vifiting my relations ! 

Enter Davy, drunk. 

So, you wicked wretch you — where have you been,, 
and what have you been doing ? 

Davy. Merry-making, your honour— London for 
ever! 

Sir yohn. Did not I order you to come directly from? 
■the play, and not be idling and raking about ? 

Davy. Servants don't do what they ace bid in Loo* 

40D* 

Sir yohn. And did I not order you not to make a* 
jackanapes of yourfelf, and tie your hair up like a mon~ 

Davy. And therefore I did it— no pleating the ladieff- 
-ffithout this**— my Lord's fervants call you an old out- 
•of-fafhion'd codger, and have taught me what's what. 

Sir yohn. Here's an imp of the devil! He is un- 

f&me, and will poifon the whole country. — Sirrah, get 
♦wry thing ready, I'll be going directly. 

Davy. To bed, Sir ? — 1 want to* go to bed myfeU> 
Sir. 

Sir yohn. Why, how now you are drunk too» 
Sirrah. 

Davy. I am a little, your honour, becaufe I have been* 
drinking. 

Sir yohn. That is not all— you hate been in~bad com- 
pany, Sirrah! 

Davy. Indeed your honour's miftaken, 1 never kept 
Such good company in all my life. 

Sir yohn. The fellow does not underftand me — Where 
lave you been, you drunkard ? 

Davy. Drinking, to be fure, if I am a drunkard; and 
ff you had been drinking too, as I have been, you wou'd 
not be in fuch a paffion with a body — it makes one fo 
good-naturM — 

Sir yohn* This is another addition to my misfortunes! 

S * I 
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I (hall have this fellow carry into the country a 
vices as will corrupt the whole parifh. 

Davy. I'll take what I can, to he fare, youi 
/hip. 

- $* r John. Get away, you beaft you, and flccp 
debauchery you have contracted this fortnight, 01 
leave you behind as a proper perfon to make one 
JLordfhip's family. 

Davy* So much the better — Give me more wag 
work, and the key of the ale- cellar, and I am yc 
vantj if not, provide yourfelf with another. 

'\StruU 

Sir John. Here's a reprobate! — This is the c 
tion of my mifery ! — But harkee, villain — go to 
and deep off your iniquity ; and then pack up the 
or I'll pack you off to Newgate, and tranfport ^ 
life. 

Davy. That for you, old codger— [Snaps his fi 

I know the law better than to be frighten'd with 

mine! I wiih that I was to live here all my dayi 

This is life indeed! a fervant lives up to his eyes 

ver; they have wages, and board-wages, and notl 

do but to grow fat and faucy — They are as ha 

their mailer; they play for ever at cards, fwearli 

perors, drink like rimes, and go a-wenching with a 

cafe and traquillity as if they were going to a ft 

Oh, 'tis a fine life ! [£x// i 

Scene, A Chamber in Lord Minikin'/ houft 

Enter Lord Minikin and Mifs Tittup, in mafqu 

dreffes, lighted by Jeflamy. 

Z. Mb:. Set down the candles, Jeflamy \ and 
your lady come home, let me know — Be fure you ; 
-out of the way. 

jfef. I have liv'd too long with your Lordfhip t 
the caution — Who the devil have we got now? but 
my Lord's bufinefs, and not mine. 

Mifs Tit. [putting off her ?na/k.~\ Upon my woi 
Lord, this coming home fo foon from the mafque 
very imprudent, and will certainly be obferv'd.— 
moil inconceivably frighten'd, I can aflure you— 
uncle Trotley has a light in his room ; the accide 
morning will certainly keep him upon the watch— 
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fly Lord, let us defer our meetings till he goes into the' 
country. — I find that my Englifh heart, tho' it has ven- 
tur'4 fo far, grows fearful, and aukward to pra&ife the 
freedoms of warmer climates— [A/y L*rd takes her by the 
Jiand.] Jf you will not defift, my Lord — we are fepara- 
ted for ever — The fight of the precipice turns my head; 
I have been giddy with it too long, and muft turn from 
it while I can. — Pray be quiet, my Lord, I will meet 
you to-morrow. 

Z# Min.- To-morrow! 'tis an age in my fituation.— 
Let the weak^bafhful, coyifh whiner be intimidated with, 
thefe faint alarms; but let the bold experienced lover 
kindle at the danger, and like the eagle in the midlt of 
ftorms thus bounce upon his prey. [Takes hold of her. 

Mifs Tit. Dear Mr Eagle, be merciful; pray, let the 
•poor Pigeon fly for this once. 

L. Min. If 1 ,do, my Dove, may I be curs'd to have 
my wife as fond of me as 1 am now of thee. 

[Offers to kifs her. 
" J e f m \without> knocking at the door.] My Lord, my?" 
Lord!— 

Mifs Tit. [[creams.] Ha! 

L. Min. Who's there ? 

J e f [.P ee pi n g*] 'Tis I> my Lord; may I come in? 

L. Min. Damn the fellow! What's the matter? 

Jef Nay, not much, my Lord — only my Lady's come 
bone. 

Mifi Tit. Then I'm undone— What (hall I do?— PU 
-*un into my own room. 

L. Min. Then fhe may meet you going to her's. 

Jef. There's a dark, deep clofet, my Lord — Mifs may " 
We herfelf there. 

Mifs Tit. For heaven's fake, put me into it ; and when 
■for Ladyfhip's fafe, let me know, my Lord. — What an 
cfcape have I had! 

L. Min. The moment her evil fpirit is laidy I'll let my 
Migel out. [Puts her into the clofet."] Lock the door on 
the infijle — Come foftly to my room, JefTamy — 

Jef If a board creaks, your Lordfhip (hall never give •' 
Mt-a- lac'd waiftcoat again. [Exeunt. 

S3; Entepr 



of home — But don't tremble fo, Gymp. The; 
harm, I aiTure you. — The Colonel is to marry nr 
and it is proper to fettle fome matters relating 1 
They are left to us. 

Gymp. Yes, yes, Madam ; to be fure it is prop 
you talk together — i know you mean nothing bu 
cence — but indeed there will be bloodfhed. 

Col. Thy. The girl's a fool. 1 have no fword 
fide. 

Gymp. But my Lord has, and you may kill 01 

ther with that. — I know you mean nothing bul 

cence; but I certainly heard him go up the bad 

into his room talking with Jeflamy. 

. La- Mln. 'Tis impoffible but, the girl muft ha 

cy'd this Can't you afk Whifp, or Mignon, ; 

mailer is come in ! 

Gymp. Lord, my Lady, they are always drunk 
this, and afleep in the kitchen. 

La. Min. This frighten 'd fool has made me as 
lous as herfelf. Hark! — Colonel, I'll fwear there if 
thing upon the flairs ; now 1 am in the field, I fin 
a coward. 

Gymp. There will certainly be bloodfhed. 

Col. Thy. I'll flip down with Gymp this bac 
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Col Thy. I fhall certainly be taken prifoner; [Goer 
•kbmJ the icard-2 You'll let me know when the enemy** 
decamp'd. 

La % Min. Leave that to me Do you, Gymp, go 
dowa the back-ftairs, and leave me to face my Lord; I 
think I can match him at hypocrify. {Sitt down* 

Enter Lord Minikin, 
L. Min. What, is your Ladyfhip fo foon return'd from 
lady Ffllagree's ? 

La. Min, I am fure, my Lord, I ought to be more 
fiupris'd at your being here fo foon, when I faw you fa 
well entcrtaiu'd in a tete-a-tete with a lady in crimfon — 
Such fights, my Lord, will always drive me from my 
moft favourite amufements. 

L. Min. You find, at leaft, that the lady, whoever (he 
Was, cou'd not engage me to (lay, when 1 found your 
Ladyfhip had left the ball. 

La. Min. Your Lordfhip's fneermg upon my un- 
liappy temper may be a proof of your wit, but is none 
of your humanity; and this behaviour is as great an in- 
iult upon me as even your falfehood itfel£ 

[Pretends toiweep. 
L. Min. Nay, my dear lady Minikin, if you are re- 
iolvM to play tragedy, I fhall roar away too, and pull 
tmt my cambrick handkerchief. 

La. Min. I think, my Lord, we had better retire to 
«r apartments; my weaknefs and your brutality will 

«nly expofe us to our fervants. Where is Tittup, 

yray?— 

L. Min. I left her with the Colonel. — A mafquerade 
'to young folks upon the point of matrimony is- as de- 
lightful as it is difgufting to thofe who are' happily mar* 
Tied, and are wife enough to love home and the company 
••f their wives. [Takes bold of her band. 

La. Min. Falfe man ! — I had as lieve a toad touch'd 
me. - \Afide. 

L. Min. She gives me the frifonnc.— I muft propofe 
4o ftay, or I (hall never get rid of her. [jf/tdeJ] — I am 
quite aguifh to-night,— -he— he — Do, my dear, let us 
inske a little fire here, and make a family tete-a-tete, by 

way of novelty. [fi* n £* a ^J** 

Enter 
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Enter Je flamy. 
Let 'em tak« away that chimney-board, and light a fine 
here immediately. 

La. Min. What fhall I do ! [A/ide.]— Here, Je£ 
famy, -there is no occafion — I am going to my own 
ehamber, and my Lord won't flay here by. himfelf. 

[Exit Jeffamy. 

L. Min. How cruel is it, lady Minikin, to deprive me 

of the pleafure of a domeftic duetto. — A good efcapt, 

faith ! ' \ A f l( !*- 

La. Min. I have too much regard for lord Minikin, 
to agree to any thing that would afford him fo little plea- 
fure- 1 — I (hall retire to my own apartment. 

L* Min. Well, if your Ladyfhip will be cruel, I moft 
ftill, like the mifer, ftarve and figh; tho' poffefTed of the 
greateft treafure. — [Bo<ws.2< — 1 wifh your Ladyfhip* a 
good night — 

[He takes one candle y and foe takes the other* 
May I prefume — [Salutes hei>. 

La. MUi. Your Lordfhip is too obliging. Nafty 

man! [Afidt. 

L* Min. Difagreeable woman V [Afide, 

[ They wipe their lips y and exeunt ceremonioufly. 

Mifs Tit. [peeping out at the cloJet.~\ All's filent now, 
and quite dark; what has been doing here I cannot guefe 
—I long to be reliev'd, I wifh my Lord was come — But 
I hear a noife. [She Jhuts the door. 

Col. Tivy. [pfeping over the chimney-board.] I won- 
der my Lady does not come. 1 would not have Mife 

Tittup know of this — 'twou'd be ten thoufand pounds 
out of my way r and I can't afford to give- fo much for a 
little gallantry, 

Mifs Tin [comes forward-] What would my Colonel 
fay to find his bride, that is to be, in this critical folia- 
tion. 
1 Enter Lord Minikin, at one docr> in the dark. . ^ 

L. Min. Now to relieve my prifoner. 

[Comet forward. 
Enter Lady Minikin, at the other door. 

La, Min. My poor Colonel will be as miferable as if 
&e were befieg'd in garrifon ; I muft releafe him. 

[Going towards the chimney. 
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L.Min. Hift— hift!— 

Mifs Tit. La. Min. and Col. Thy. Here, here!— 

L. Min. This way. 

La. Min. Softly. 
[They all grope about, till Lord Minikin has got Lady 
Minikin, and the Colonel Mifs Tittup. 

Sir John, [/peaking 'without.'] Light this way, I fay; 
I am fure there are thieves, get a blundcrbufs. 

Jef. Indeed you dreamt it ; there is nobody but the 
&mily. [All ft and and ft are. 

Enter Sir John in his cap, and hanger dra<wn 9 'with 

Jeffamy. 

Sir John. Give*me the candle, I'll ferret 'em out, I 
warrant; bring a blunderbufs, I fay; they have been 
/kipping about that gallery in the dark this half hour; 
there mull be mifchief— I have watch'd 'em into this 

room Ho, ho, are you there? — If you ftir, you are 

dead men — [They retire."] — and [feeing the ladies] wor 
men too ! Egad — ha ! What's this ? the fame party 

again ! and two couple they are of as choice mortals as 
ever were hatch'd in this righteous town. — You'll excufc 
me, coufins ! [ They all look confounded. 

L. Min. In the name of wonder, how comes all this 
about? 

Sir John. Well, but hark'ee, my dear coufins,- h$ve 
you not got wrong partners ? — Here has been *fome Inif- 
£ake in the dark ; I am mighty glad that I hifW brought 
you a candle to fet you all to rights again. — You'll ex- 
cufe me, gentlemen and ladies ! 

Enter Gymp, with a candle. 

Gymp. What, in the name of mercy, is the matter? 

Sir John. Why the old matter, and the old game, Mrs 
Gymp ; and I'll match my coufins here at it againft all 
the world; and I fay done firft. 

L. Min. What is the meaning, Sir John, of all this 
tumult and confternatton \ May not Lady Minikin and I, 
and the Colonel and your niece, be feen in my houfe to- 
gether without your raifing the family, and making this 
uproar -and confufion ? 

Sir John. Come, come, good folks, I fee you are all 
Gpnfounded; I'll fettle this matter in a moment. — As for 

Y ou » 



214 BON TON; o ft, ♦ 

you, Colonel — tho' you have not deferv'd plain- dealing 
from me, I will now be ferious — you may imagine this 
young lady has an independent fortune, befides expecta- 
tions from me — 'tis a.miftake, (he has no expe&ations 
from me; if Aie marry you, and I don't confent to her 
marriage, (he will have no fortune at all. 

Col. Tivy. Plain-dealing is a jewel; and to fl.ow you, 
Sir John, that I can pay you in kind, I am moil fin- 
cerely oblig'd to you for your intelligence ; and I am, la- 
dies, your mod obedient tumble fervant — I (hall fee you, 
my Lord, at the club to-morrow? — [Exit Col. Tivy. 

L- Min. Sans doute % man cber Colonel. — I'll meet you 
there without fail. 

Sir John* My Lord, you'll have fomething elfc to 
do. 

L. Min. Indeed ! what is" that, good Sir John ? 

Sir John. You muft meet your lawyers and creditors 
to-morrow, and be told, what you have always turn'd a 
deaf ear to, that the difiipation of your fortune and mo- 
rals muft be followed by years of pariimony and repent- 
ance.— As you are fond of going .abroad, you may in- 
dulge that inclination without having it in your powei 
to indulge any other. 

JL. Min. The bumkin is no fool, and is damn'd fati- 
"rical— - C-^f^ 

Sir John. This kind of quarantine for peftilentiar 
minds, will bring you to your fenfes, and make you re- 
nounce foreign vices and follies, and return with joy t* 
your country and property again. — Read that, my Lord 
and know your fate. [Gives a paper 

L. Min. What an abomination this is ! that a man o 
fafhion, aud a nobleman, mould be. oblig'd to fubmit t« 
the laws of his country. 

Sir John. Thank heaven, my Lord, we are in tha 
^country ! — You are filent, ladies? — If repentance has fut> 
du'd your tongues, I (hall have hopes of you— a littl 
country ah* might perhaps do well — as you are diftrefs'd 
I am at your fervice. — What fay you, my Lady? 

L. Min. However appearances have condemn'd m^s 

f;ive me leave to difavow the fubilance of thofe appear* 

•nets. My mind has been tainted* but not .profligate—" 

your 
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your kiudnefs and example may reftore me to my former 
natural Englifh conftitutioo. 

Sir John- Will you refign your lady to me, my Lord, 
for a time ? 

Z. Min. For ever, dear Sir John, without a mur- 
fflor. 

Sir John* Well, Mils, and what fay you ? 

'MifiTiU Guilty, uncle. \Curtfeying^ 

Sir John* Guilty ! the devil N you arc ? of what ? 

Mifs Tit* Of confenting to marry one whom my heart 
could not approve ; and coquetting with another, which 
friend/hip, duty, honour, morals, and every thing but 
fafhion, ought to have forbidden. 

Sir John. Thus then, with the wife of one under this 
arm, and the miftrefs of another under this, I fally forth 
* knight-errant, to refcue diftrefs'd damfels from thofe 
monfters, foreign vices and bon ton> as they call it ; and 
I trail that every Englifh hand and heart here will af- 
M me in fo defperate an undertaking.— You'll excufe 
me, Sirs! 
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ScEnE) A Wood. 

'Codiuft enters *tvith a charming' rod in one band, hi 
in the other; with him a route of men and women^ 
as Bacchanals : they come in making a riotous a\ 
tufy noife, with torches in their hands. 

Comus /peaks. 

THE ftar that bids the fhepherd fold) 
Now the top of heavca dotfi hold. 



C O M U S. ti 7 

the gilded car of day 
golden axle doth allay 
le deep Atlantic ftream ; 
the dope fun his upward beam 
>t8 againft the dufky pole* 
tig toward the other goal 
lis chamber in the eaft : 
awhile welcome joy and feaft. 

SONG. 

Now Phoebus finketh in the weft. 
Welcome fong, and welcome jeft. 
Midnight- fhout and revelry, 
Tipfy dance and jollity ; 
Braid your locks with rofy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine* 
Rigour now is gone to bed, 
And Advice with fcrup'lous head, 
Strict Age and four Severity, 
With their grave faws in (lumber lie. 

wius. We that are of purer fire, 

ate the Harry choir, 

) in their nightly watchful (pheres 

i in fwift round the months and years. 

founds and feas, with all their finny drove j 

r to the moon in wav'ring morrice move; 

i on the tawny fands and (helves 

> the pert fairies and the dapper elves. 

SONG. By a Woman. 
By dimpled brook, and fountain brim. 
The wood-nymph, deck'd with daifies trim, 
Their merry wakes and paflimes keep : 
What has night to do with Heep \ 
Night has better fweets to prove ; 
Venus now wakes, and wakens Love : 
Come, let us our rites begin : 
' f is only day-light that makes fin. 

'omus. Hail, goddefs of no&urnal fport, 

k-veil'd Cocytto, t' whom the fecret flame 

midnight-torches burns ; myfterious dame # 

T o\. IV. T * That 
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That ne'er art call'd but when the dragon-womb 

Of Stygian darkncfs fpits her thickefl gloom, 

And makes one blot of all the air- 1 

Stay thy cloudy ebon chair, 

Wherein thou rid'ft with Hecat% and befriend 

Us thy vow'd priefts> till utmoft end 

Of all thy dues be done, and none left out ; 

Ete the blabbing eaftern fcout, 

The nice Morn on th* Indian fteep 

From her cabin loop-hole peep, 

And to the tell-tale Sun defcry 

Our conceals Solemnity. 

SONG* By Comus and a Woman* " 
From tyrant laws and cuftoms free, . 
We follow fweet variety ; 
By turns we drink, and dance, and fing, 
Love for ever on the wing. 
Why mould niggard rules controul 
Tranfports of the jovial foul ? 
No dull Hinting hour we own : 
Pleafure counts bur time alone. 

Comus. Break off, break off, I feel the diffVent 
*Of fome chafte footing near about this ground. 
Run to your fhrouds, within thefe brakes and trees j 
Our number may affright : fome virgin fure 
(Far fo I can diftinguifh by mine art) 
Benighted in thefe woods. Now to my charms, 
And to my wily trains. I (hall ere long 
Be well ftock'd with as fair a herd as graz'd 
About my mother Circe. Thus I hurl 
My dazzling fpells into the fpungy air, 
Of pow'r to cheat the eye with blear illufion, 
And give it falfe presentments, left the place 
And my quaint habits breed aftonifhment, 
And put the damfel to fufpicious flight ; 
Which muft not be, for that's againft my courfe. 
I, under fair pretence of friendly ends, 
And well-plac'd words of glozing courtefy, 
Baited witn reafons not unplaufible, 
Wind me into thi eafy-bearted man, 
Asd hug him into (hare* When once her eye 
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!ath met the virtue of this magic duft, 

ihall appear fome harmlefs villager, 

fhom thrift keeps up about his country gear. 

ut here (he comes ; I fairly flep afidc, 

nd hearken if I may her bufinefs hear. 

Enter the Lady. 
Lady. This way the noife was, if mine ear be true r 
\j beft guide now ; methought it was the found 
r riot and ill-manag'd merriment, 
(hould be loth 

meet the rudcnefs and fwill'd infolence 
F fuch late rioters ; yet, oh, • where elfe 
tall I inform my unacquainted feet 

the blind mazes of this tangled wood ? 
Comus. \_Afide.] I'll eafe her of that care, and be her 

guide. 
Lady, My brothers, when they faw me weary'd out* 
epp'd, as they faid, to the next thicket fide, 
> bring me berries of fuch cooling fruit 
i the kind hofpitable woods provide, 
it where they are, and why they come not back, 
now the labour of my thoughts ; 'tis likelieft 
iey had engag'd their wand* ring fteps too far. 
annot halloo to my brothers, but , 

ich noife as I can make to be heard farthefb 

1 venture ; for my new-enliven'd fpirits 
•ompt me ; and they perhaps are not far off* 

SONG, 
veet Echo, fweeteft nymph, that liv'ftunfeen* 

Within thy airy cell, 
y flow Maeander's margent green, 

And in the violet- embroidered vale, 
Hiere the love-lorn nightingale 

Nightly to thee her fad fong mourneth welV 
anft thou not tell me of a gentle pair, 
hat liked thy Narciflus are ? 

Oh, if thou have 
lid them in fome flow'ry cave, 

Tell me but where, 
wect queen of parly, daughter of the fphere; 
o may'ft thou be tranflated to the flues, 
iad giye rcfouncKng grace to all heaven's harmonies* 

T 2 C^ 
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Comus, [ajide.2 Can any mortal mixture of eartk 
mould 
Breathe fuch divine enchanting ravUbment ? 
I'll fpeak to her, 

And (he (hall be my queen. Hail, foreign wonder, 
Whom certain thefe rough (hades did never breed, 
Unlefs the goddcfs that in rural (hrine 
Dwell'ft here with Pan or Silvan, by blefs'd fong 
Forbidding ev'ry bleak unkindly fog 
To touch the profp'rous growth of this tall wood. 

Lady. Nay, gentle (hepherd, ill is loft that praife 
That is addrefs'd to unattending ears : 
Not any boaft of ikill, but extreme ftiift 
How to regain my fever'd company, 
Compell'd me to awake the courteous Echo 
To give me anfwer from her mofly couch. 

Comus. What chance, good lady, hath bereft you thai 

Lady, Dim darknefs, and this leafy labyrinth. 

Comus. Could that divide you from near-wVrio 
guides ? 

Lady. They left me weary on a graffy turf, 
To feek i'th'valky fome cool friendly fpring. 

Comus. And left your fair fide all unguarded, lady? 

Lady. They were but twain, and purposed quick n 
turn. 

Comus, Imports their lofs, befide the prefent need i 

Lady. Ntf kfs than if I fhould my brothers lofe. 

Comus. Were they of manly prime or youthful bloon 

Lady. As fmooth as Hebe's their unrazor'd lips. 

Comus. Two fuch I faw, under a mantling vine, 
That crawls along the fide of yon fmall hill, 
Plucking ripe chillers from the tender moots ; 
Their port was more thaa human : if thofe you feek* 
It were a journey like the path to heaven* 
To help you find them. 

Lady* Gentler villager, 
What readieft way would bring me to* that place ? 

Comus. I know each lane, and ev'ry alley greew^ 
Dingle, of bufhy dell of this wild wood, 
My daily walks and ancient neighbourhood ; 
And if your flray attendance be yet lodg'd, 
Or (broad within thefe- limit?* I ihall know 

E 
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Ere morrow wake; or grant it otherwife, 
I can conduct you, lady, to a low 
But loyal cottage, where you may be fafe 
Till farther quelL 

Lady. Shepherd, I take thy word. 
And truft thy ofFer'd fervice. In a place 
Lefs warranted than this, or lefs fecure, 
I cannot be, that I (hould fear to change it. 
Eye me, bkfs'd Providence, and fquare my trial 
To my proportioa'd ftrength— Shepherd, lead onv 

[Exeufif r 
Enter Comus'/ Crenvjrtm behind the trees. 

SONG. By a Man. 
Fly fwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive 
The namelefs foft tranfports that beauty can give; 
The bowl's frolic joys let him teach her to prove, 
And (he in return yield the raptures of love. 
Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 
All grandeur infipid, and riches a pain ; 
The mod fplendid palace grows dark as the grave: 
Love and wine give, ye gods ! or take back what you gave* 

CHORUS. 
Away,, away, away, 

To Comus' court repair^ 
There night outfhines the day, 
There yields the melting fair. 

[A halloo heard* 
Enter the tnvo Brothers. 

E. Bro Lift, lift ; I hear 

Some far-off halloo break the filent air. 
T.Bro. Methought fo too; what fhould it be? 
E. Bro. Either fame one like us night -faunder'd herej' 
Or elfe fome neighbour woodman ; or at worft, 
Some roving robber calling to his fellows. 
T.Bro. Heav'n keep my filler. Again! again! an& 
near ! 
Bcil draw and ftand upon our guard. 

E.Bro. I'll halloo; 
Khe be friendly, he comes well; if not, 
Defence is a good caufe, and heav'a be for us. 

T J Enter 
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Enter the firjl Spirit, habited like ajhephei 
T. Bro. That halloo I Ihould know — What ; 

Speak. 
Spir. What voice is that I My young lord? Spea 
T. Bro. O brother, *tis my father's (hepherd, 
Spin O my lov'd mailer's heir, and his next 
Where is my virgin lady ? where is (he ? 
How chance (he is not in your company ? 

E. Bro. To tell thee fadly, (hepherd, withou 
Or our neglect, we loft her as we came. 

Spir. Ah, me ! unhappy ! then my fears are < 
E. Bro. What fears, good Thyrfis ? prithe< 

(hew. 
Spir. Within the bofom of this hideous wood 
Jmmur'd in cyprefs (hades, a forcerer dwells* 
Of Bacchus and of Circe born, great Comus ; 
Deep-(kill'd in all his mother's^ witcheries, 
And wanton as his father. 
This have I learnt tending my flock hard by; 
Whence night by night he and hia monftrous i 

heard to howl. 
Tet have they many baits and guileful fpells, 
T' inveigle and invite thr* unwary fenfe. 
But hark! the beaten timbrel's jarring found 
And wild tumultuous mirth proclaim their pref< 
Onward! they' move; and this way guides their f 
Let us withdraw awhile. [Th 

Enter Comus'/ Crew revelling, and by turns care 
other* till they obferve the,t*wo Brothers-; then i 
Brother advances and /peaks. 
E.Bro. What are you? {peak! that thus ii 
not 
And midnight revelry, like drunken Bacchanal 
Invade the filence of thefe lonely (hades? 

I Worn. Ye godlike youths* 
Blefs the propitious ftar that kd you tow^ 
We are the happieft of the race of mortals ; 
Of freedom, mirth,, and joy, the only heirs : 
But you (hall (hare them with us ; for this cup* 
This nectar'd cup, thefweet aflurance gives 
Of prefent* and the pledge of future blifs* 

\$bt offers 9 em the cup % 'which they hoi 
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SONG. By a Man. 
By the gaily circling glafa, 
' We can fee how minutes pafs ; 

f By the hollow cafk are told 

How the waining night grows old* 
Soon, too foon, the bufy day 
Drives us from our fporfc and play. 
What have we with day to do? 
Sons of care, 'twas made for you. 
E. Bro. Forbear, nor offer us the poifon'd fweets. 
I Worn, Oh ! how unfeemly mows in blooming. youth- 
Such grey feverityl— But come with us, 
We to the bow'r of blifk will guide your fteps. 

SONG. By a Woman in a pajloral habit* 

Would you taftc the noon-tide air ? 

To yon fragrant bower repair, 

Where, woven with the poplar bough, 

The mantling vine will melter you, 

Down each fide a fountain flows; 

Tinkling, murmuring, as it goes, 

Lightly o'er the moffy ground; 

Sultry Phoebus fcorching round. 

Round, the languid herds and fhcep 

Stretch'd o'er funny hillock fleep, 

While on the hyacinth and rofe 

The fair does all alone repofe. 

All alone and in her arms 

Your breaft may beat to Love's alarms £ 

Till blefs'd, and bleffing, you mall own 

The joys of Love are joysr alone. 
T. Bro. How low finks beauty, when by vice debas'dl 
How feir that form, if virtue dwelt within! 1 
But, from this fhamelefs advocate of fhame, 
* o me the warbled fong harm difcord grates. 

i Wont. No more ; thefe formal maxims mifbecome you; 
They only fuit fufpicious fhrivell'd age. 

SONG. By a Man and two Women*. 
Live, and love, enjoy the fair, 
Banifh farrow, banifh care; 
Mind not what old dotards fay* 
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Age has had his (hare of play ; 

But youth's fport begins to-day. 

From the fruits of fweet delight 

iiet not fcare-crow virtue fright. 

Here in pleafure's vineyard we 

Rove, like birds, from tree to tree, 

Carelefs, airy, gay, and free. 
E. Bro. How can your impious tongues profane t 

name 
Of facred virtue, and yet promife pleafure 
In lying fongs of vanity and vice ? "* 
From virtue fever'd, pleafure phrenzy grows^ 
And always fries at reafon's cool return. 
But we forget : who hears the voice of truth* 
In noify riot and intemp'rance drown'd? 
Thyrfis be then our guide ! we'll follow thee, 
And fomc good angel bear a fhielcr before us ! 

[Exeunt Brothers and Spiri 
I Worn, Come, come, my friends, and partners of n 
joys, 
Leave to thefe pedant youths their bookifh dreams;, 
A beardlefs Cynic is the fhame of nature, 
Beyond the cure of this infpiring cup ; 
Away, nor waile a moment more about *ecu 

Chorus* Away, away, away, 

To Comus' court repair ; 
There night outfhines the day,. 
There yields the melting fair. 

[Exeunt fogin^ 

A C T II. 

Scene openty and difcovers a magnificent Hall In Comus 
palace* Comus and attendants fiand on each fide ofti 
Lady^ who is feat ed in an enchanted chair* 

Comus /peaks. 

COME, thou goddefs fair and free, 
In heaven yclep'd Euphrofyne; 
Hafte thee, nymph, and bring with thee 
Jeft and youthful jollity, 
Quips and cranks, and wanton wiles, 
Ifods and becks, and wreathed fmiles, 

§oc 
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Such as hang on Hebe's cheek, x 

And love to live in dimple fleek \ 

Sport, that wrinkled Care deride*, 

And Laughter holding both his (idc*. 

Come, and trip it as you go, 

On the light fantaftic toe ; 

And in thy right-hand lead with thee 

The moutain-nymph, fweet Liberty. 

\JVhilJ} thefe lines are repeating, enter a Nymph re*» 
prefenting Euphrofyne, or Mirth ; mjho advantes 
to the Lady, and fi rigs the following fang* 

S O N G. 
Come, come, bid adieu to fear,; 
Love and harmony live here. 
No domeftxc jealous jarrs» 
Buzzing (landers, wordy wars, 
In my prefencc will appear ; 
Love and harmony reign here. 
Sighs to amorous fighs returning, 
Pulfes beating, bo£bms burning, 
JBofoms with warm wHhes panting, 
Words to fpeak thofe wifhes wanting, 
Are the oaly tumults here, 
All the woes- you need to fear: 
Love and harmony reign here. 
I Lady. How long muft I, by magic fetters chainM 
To this detefted feat, hear odious ftrains 
Of fhamelefs folly, which my foul abhors-? 

Onus. Now foftly flow let Lydian meafures move, 
And breathe the pleafing pangs of gentle love. 

[ The paforal Nymph advances ft'sw, *wifh a melancho^ 
ly and def ponding air, to the fide cfthefage % and 
repeats, bynuay of foliloo^uy, the firjl Jix lines, and 
thejt Jtngs the ballad. In the mean time fie is ob- 
ferved by Euphrofyne, who by her gcjlurc exprejfts 
to the audience her different fentiments of the fub* 
jetl of her complaint, fuitably to the charader of 
their feveral fongs. 

RECITATIVE. 

How gentle was my Damon's air! 
Like funny beams his golden hair; 
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His voice was like the nightingale's ; 
More fweet his breath than flow'ry vales. 
How hard fuch beauties to refign ! 
And yet that cruel talk is mine! 

BALLAD. 

On every hill, in every grove, 

Along the margin of each ft ream, 
Dear confeious fcenes of former love, 

I mourn, and Damon is my theme. 
The hills, the groves, the dreams remain, 
But Damon there I feek in vain. 
From hill, from dale, each-charm is fled; 

Groves, flocks, and fountains, plcafe no moi 
Each flow'r in pity droops its head, 

All nature does my lofs deplore. 
All, all reproach the faithlefs fwain, 
Yet Damon flill I feek in vain. 

RECITATIVE. By Evphrcfytu* 
Love, the greateft blifs below, 
How to tafte few women know; 
Fewer ftill the way have hit 
How a fickle fwain to quit. 
Simple nymphs, then learn of me, 
How to treat inconflancy. 

BALLAD. 

The wanton god, that pierces hearts* 
Dips in gall his pointed darts; 
But the nymph difdains to pine, 
Who bathes the wound with rofy wine. 
Farewel lovers, when they're cloy'dj 
If I am fcorn'd becaufe enjoy 'd, 
Sure the fqucamifh fops are free 
- To rid me of dull company. 
They have charms whilft mine can pleafe ; 
I love them much, but more my eafe; 
Nor jealous fears my love moleft, 
Nor faithlefs vows fhall break my reft. 
Why mould they e'er give me pain, 
Who to give me joy difdain \ 
All I hope of mortal man, 
Is to love me whilft he cau. 
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Comas* Why arc you vex'd, lady? why do you frown? - 
Here dwell no frowns nor anger; from thefe gates 
Sorrow flies far. See, here be all the pleafures 
Than fancy can beget on youthful thoughts. 
And firft behold this cordial julep here, 
That flames and dances in his cryftal bounds. 

Lady. Know, bafe deluder, that I will not tafte it. 
Xeep thy detefted gifts for fuch as thefe. 

[Points to hit crew* 
Comus. Why (hou'd you be fo cruel to yourfelf, 
And to thofe dainty limbs, which Nature lent 
For gentle ufage and foft delicacy ? 
That have been tirM all day without repaft, 
And timely reft have wanted. But, fair virgin. 
This will reftore all foon. 

Lady. 'Twill not, falfe traitor! 
'Twill not reftore* the truth and honefty 
That thou haft baninVd from thy tongue with lies. 
Was this the cottage and the fafe abode 
Thou told'ft me of? Hence with thy brew'd enchant* 

ments. - 
Were it a draught for Juno when me banquets, 
I wou'd not tafte thy treas'nous offer — None, 
But fuch as are good men, can give good things; 
And that which is not good is not delicious > 
To a wcll-govern'd and wife appetite. 
Shall I go on? or have I faid enough? 

Comus. Enough to fhow 
That you are cheated by the lying boafts 
Of ftarving pedants, that affect a fame 
From fcorning pleafures which they cannot reach. 

Euphrofyne fings *. 
Preach not to me your mufty rules, 

Ye drones that mould in idle cell; 
The heart is wifer than the fchools, 

The fenfes always reafon well, 
if ftiort my fpan, I lefs can fpare 

To pafs a fingle pleafure by? 
An hour is long, if loft in care; 
They only live who life enjoy. 

Comus* 
• Su»»g by Comu? , as now performed at Covciit-garden theatre. 
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ComttSm Lift, lady ; be not coy, and be not coz 
With that fame vaunted name virginity. 
What need a vermeil tin&urM lip for that, 
Love-darting *y£s, or treffes like the morn ? 
There was another meaning in thefe gifts; 
Think what, and be advw'd: you are but yoimg 3 
This will inform you foon. 

One fip of this will bathe the drooping fpirits in de 

Beyond the blift of dreams. Be wife, and tafte.— 

[The Brothers rujh in with /words drawn, 

the glafs out of bis hand, and break it agah 

grounds his Rout fnakejigm of fefiftance % hi 

all driven off* 

Enter the firft Spirit. 
What, have you let the falfe enchanter *fcape ? 
O, ye miftook, you mould have fnatch'd his wand 
And bound him fail; without his rod revers'd, 
We cannot free the lady, that fits here 
In ftony fetters fix'd and motionlefs. 
Yet flay, be not difturb'd ; now I bethink me. 
There is a gentle nymph not far from hence, 
Sabrina is her name, a virgin pure, 
That fways the Severn ftream ; me can unlock 
The clafping charm, and thaw the numbing fpell, 
]£ fhe be right invok'd. 

Sabrina fair, 
Liften where thou art fitting 
Under the glafly, cool, tranfiucent wave; 
Liften for dear honour's fake, 
Goddefs of the filver lake, 

Liften and fave. 

Sabrina rifes and ftngs* 
By the rufhy-f ringed bank, 
Where grows the willow and the oiler dank, 

My Aiding chariot flays, 
Thick fet with agate, and the afcure flieen 
Of turkis blue and em' raid green, 

That in the channel ft ray &, 
Gentle fwain, at thy requtft, 
I am here* 
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Firft Spirit* 

Goddefs dear, 
We implore thy powerful hand 
To undo the charmed band 

Of true virgin here diftrefs'd, 
Thro' the force and thro 7 the wile 
Of unblefs'd enchanter vile. 

RECITATIVE, 
Smb. Shepherd, 'tis my office belt 

To help enfnared chaftity. 
• Brighteft lady, look on me : 

Thus I fprinkle on thy breaft 
Drops, that from the fountain pure 
I have kept, of precious cure; 
Thrice upon thy finger's tip* 
Thrice upon thy ruby 'd lip : 
Next this marble venom'd feat, 
Smear'd with gums of glutinous heat, 
I touch with chafte palms moid and cold: 
Now the fpell hath loft his hold ; 
And I muft hade, ere morning -hour, 
To wait in Amphitrite's bower. 
[Sabrina defcends % and the Lady rifes out of her fiat; 
the Brothers embrace her tenderly* 

T. Bra. Why did I doubt ? Why tempt the wrath of 
heav'n 
"T<> filed juft vengeance on my weak diftruft? 

£. Bro. The freedom of the mind, you fee, no diarw, 
**o fpell, can reach ; that righteous Jove forbids, 
J*eft man ftiould call his frail divinity 
The Have of evil or the fport of chance. 
inform us, Thyrfis, if for this thine aid 
«e aught can pay that equals thy defert. 

Firji Spirit difcovering himfilfi 
*ay it to heaven! There my manfion is: 
But when a mortal, favour'd of high Jove, 
Chances to pafs thro* yon advent'rous glade* 
Swift as the fparkle of a glancing ftar 
I ftioot from heav'n to give him fafe convoy. 
Now my taik is fmoothly done, 
I can fly or I can run, 
Voi.1V. 2 U . <C^&b 
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Quickly to the green earth's end,, 
icre the bow'd welkin flow doth bend; 
And from thence can foar as foon 
To the corners of the moon. 
Mortals that would follow me, 
Love Virtue, me alone is free : 
She can teach you how to climb 
Higher than the fphery chime; 
Or, if Virtue feeble were, 
Heaven itfelf would ftoop to her. 
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A C T I. 

-Enter Will Tire hack and Harry Scamper, borftd, 
with whips in, their hands 9 into a/ide-box* 

Scamper. 

PSHA! zounds! prithee, Will, let us go; what 
fignifies our flaying here? 
Tire. Nay, but tarry a little ; befides, you know we 
promised to give Poll Baylifs and Bett Skinner the meet* 
ing. 

U 3 Scam* 



scam, wny men, itay ana enjoy it youneii; 
ftep to tbe Bull and Gate, and call upon Jer 
latin and my horfc. We wall fee you at thn 

Tire, Nay, but, prithee^ flay. 

Scam. Rot me if I do. \Going out c 

Tire. Halloo, Hairy; Harry — 

Scam. Well, what's the matter now ? [2i 

Tire. Here's Poll Baylifs juft come into the 

Scam. No - ■ 



Tire. She is, by- 



Scam. [JoekingJ] Yes, faith ! it is (he, furc < 
How goes it, Poll? 

77>*. Well, now, we mall have you, I hope 

Scam. Ay, if I thought we ttiould get any 

Tire. I'll make an inquiry. Halloo! fnuff 
fers? 

Cart die- fnuffcr. Your plcafurc, Sir? 

Tire. What is all this bufinefs about beret 

Snuf. Can't fay, Sin 

Scam. Well, but you could if you would, 1 
the fecrct, 

Xttttf* Wnt T. nnnn mvlinnniirl 
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feheme from Oxford; and becaufe cafh begins to run low 
•—How much have youj Will? 

Tire.. Three-and-twenty (hillings, befides the crown I 
paid at the door. 

Scam. And I eighteen. Now, as this will lad us but 
to-night, we are willing to hufband our time; let us fee, 
Will, how are we engag'd? 

Tire. Why at three, with Bett and Poll, there, at the 
Shakcfpeare : after that to the Coronation; for you know 
^e have feen it but nine times — 

Scam. And then back to the Shakefpeare again; where 
*e fup, and take horfe at the door. 

Tire. Bo there's no time to be loft, you fee : we de- 
foe, therefore, to know what fort of a thing this, affair 
here of your's is ? What, is it damn'd funny and comi- 
cal? 

Foote. Have you not feen the bills? • 

Scam. What, about the lectures ! ay, but that's all 
flang, Ifuppofe; no, no. No tricks upon travellers; no; 
^e know better — What, are there any more of you ; or 
do you do it all yourfelf ? 

Foote. If I was in want of comedians, you, gentlemen } 
Are kind enough to lend me a lift ; but, upon my word, 
ojy intentions, as the bill will inform you, are ferious— 

Tire. Are they? then I'll have my money again. What* 
do you think we come to London to learn any thing?— 
Come, Will. \Going* 

Foote. Hold, gentlemen, I would detain you,, if pot 
^ble. What is it you expect ? 

Scam. To be jolly, and laugh, to be fure— 

Foote. At what? 

Tire. At what — damme, I don't know— -at you, and 
your frolics and fancies — 

Foote. Jf that is all you defire ; why, perhaps we (han't 
dif appoint you — 1 

Scam. Shan't you— -why, that is an honeft fellow— 
Come, begin— 

Foote. But you'll be fo kind as not to interrupt me? 

Scam. Never fear — 

Foote. Ladies and gentlemen— 

£Suds from the oppoftte box calls to Foote, andjtof* 
bimjbort* 

U 3 
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Suds. Stop a minute ; may I be permitted to fpeak? 

Foote. Doubtlefs, Sir— 

Suds. Why, the affair is this. My wife Alice- — for 
you mud know my name is Ephraim Suds, I am a foap- 
boiler in the city, — took it into her head, and nothing 
would ferve her turn but that I muft be a common- 
council man this year ; for, fays Alice, fays (he, it is the 
onlieft way to rife in the world. 

Foote. A juft observation — you fucceeded? 

Sudj. Oh ! there was no danger of that-— yes, yet, I 
got it all hollow ; but now to come to the marrow of 
the bufinefs. Well, Alice, fays I, now I am chofeir, 
what's next to be done ? " Why now, fays Alice, fays 
" (he, thee muft learn to make fpceches ; why doft not 
" fee what purferment neighbour Grogram hat got ; 
*' why man, 'tis all brought about by his fpcechifying. 
•• I tell thee what, Ephraim, if thou canft but once learn 
*' to lay down the law, there's no knowing to what thee 
•« may'ft rife—" 

Foote. Your lady bad reafon. 

Sudt. Why, I thought fo too; and, as good luck 
would hare it, who fhould come into the city, in the very 
nick of time, but matter profeffor along with his lectures 
— Adod, away, in a hurry, Alice and i danced to Pew- 
terer's Hall. 

Foote. You improVd, I hope? 

Suds. O Lud ! it is unknown what knowledge we got \ 
We can read— Oh ! we never ftop to fpell a word now— 
And then he told us fuch things about verbs, and nouns, 
and adverbs, that never entered our heads before, and 
emphafis, and accent ; heav'n blefs us, I did not think 
there had been fuch things in the world. 

Foote* And have you fpeechify'd yet? 

Suds. Soft ; foft and fair ; we muft walk before we 
can run— I think I have laid a pretty foundation. The 
Manfion-houfe was not built in a day, Mafter Foote. 
But to go on with my tale, my dame 'one day looking 
over the papers, came running to me ; now, Ephraim, 
fays (he, thy bufinefs is done; rare news, lad; here is a 
man at the other end of the town that will make thee a 
fpeecher at once, and out ihe pulPd your propofala. Ah> 
Alice, fays I, thee bc'ft but a fool; wby, I know that 
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mas, he is all upon his fun ; he le&ure ! — why, 'tis all 
but a bam-—- Well, 'tis but feeing, fays (he; fo, wolens 
nolens, (he would have me come hither : now if fo be 
you be ferious, I {hall think my money wifely beftowM; 
but if it be only your comical works, I can tell you, you 
/hall fee me no more. 

Foote* Sir, I mould be extremely forry to lofe you, if 
I knew but what would content you? 

Suds* Why, I want to be made an orator on ; and to 
fpeak fpeeches, as I tell you, at our meetings, about po~ 
litics, and peace, and addrefles, and the new bridge, and 
all them kind of things. 

Foote* Why, with your happy talents I mould think 
much might be done. 

Suds* I am proud to hear you fay fo, indeed I am. 
I did fpeechify once at a veftry concerning new-lettering 
the church-buckets, and came off cutely enough ; and, 
to fay the truth, that was the thing that provok'd me 
to go to Pewtercr's Hall. [5/7/ down again* 

Foote. Well, Sir, I flatter myfelf, that in proportion 
to the difference of abilities in your two inflru&ors, you 
will here make a tolerable progrefs. But now, Sir, with 
your favour, we will proceed to explain the nature of our 
defign; and I hope, in the procefs, you, gentlemen, wilt 
find entertainment, and you, Sir, information. 
Mr Foote then proceeds in his leclure. 
My plan, gentlemen, is to be confider'd as afuperftructurc 
©n that admirable foundation laid by the modern profeffor 
©f Englifh, both our labours tending to the fame general 
end, the perfe&ioning of our countrymen in a moft ef- 
fential article, the right ufe of their native language. 
The Englifh orators are to be divided into four diftin& 
clafles, the pulpit, the fenate, the bar, and the ftage : 
with the firft of thefe branches, the pulpit, I fhan't in- 
terfere; and, indeed, fo few people now of confequencc ' 
and confederation frequent the churches, that the art is 
fcarce with cultivation. The bar — 

Scam. Pfha! there's enough of this dull proiing; come, 
give us a little of fomething that's funny ; you talk'd 
about pupils. Could not we fee them ? 

Foote. Rather* too precipitate, Sir; but, however, in 
fome meafurt to fatisfy you 9 and demonftmt \h& .farod* 
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of our fchemc ; give me leave to introduce to you a mod 
extraordinary initance, in the perfon of a young High- 
lander. It is not altogether a year fince this ailonSh- 
ing fubjeci fpoke nothing but Erie. Encourag'dby the 
prodigies of my brother profefTor's fkill, whofe fame, 
like the Chevalier Taylor's, pierces the remoteft regions, 
his relations were tempted to fend this young genius to 
Edinburgh ; where he went through a regular courfe m 
of the profefTor's lectures, to finifti his ftudies; he ha» 
been about fix weeks under my care, and, confideritig 
the time, I think you will be amaz'd at his progrefe. 
Donald ?— 

Enter Donald. 

Don. What's yer wull, Sir? 

Forte. Will you give thefe ladies and gentlemen a 
proof of your fkill ? 

Don. Ah, ye wad ha' a fpecimen of my oratorical art? 

Foote. If you pleafe. 

Don. In gude troth on ye fal ; wol ye gi me a to- 
pic ? 

Foote. O, choofe for yourfelf. 

Don. It's aw one to Donald. 

Foote. What think you of a fhort panegyrick on the 
fcience we are treating of? 

Don. On oratory? Wi'aw my heart. 

Fcote. Mind your action ; let that accompany your 
words — 

Don. Dunna heed, man — The topic I prefum to 
haundle, is the miraculous gifts of an orator, wha, by 
the bare power of his words, leads men, women, and 
bairns as he lifts — 

Scam. And who? 

D'jn. [tartly."] Men, women, and bairns. 

Scant. Bairns! who are they? 

Focfte. Oh, children — his meaning is obvious enough. 

Don, Ay, ay; men,, women, and bairns, wherera 
he lifts. And firft for the antiquity of the art — Ken ye, 
my lads, wha was the firft orator? — Mayhap, ye think 
it was Tully the Latinift? ye are wide o' the mark: Or 
Demofthenes the Greek ? in gude troth, ye're as far aff 
as before— Wha was h, then? It >¥as e'en that arch, 
chid, the Decvil himfet-^ 
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Scam, [ha/My] The devil it was; how do you prove 
that? 

Don. Guds zounds, mon, ye brake the thrid of my 
Jiarang; an ye'll but had your tongue, l'fe prove it as 
plain as a pike-ilafF. . 

Tire, Be quiet, Will, and let him go on. 

Don. I fay it was that arch duel, the Deevil himfel. 
Ye ken weel, my lads, how Adam and Eye were plant- 
ed in Eden, wi plenty o' bannocks and kail, and aw 
that they wifhed, but were prohibited the eating of pe- 
pins 

Scam. Apples— 

Don. Weel, weel, and are na pepins and apples aw 
the fame thing ? "" 

Foote. Nay, pray, gentlemen, hear him out. Go on 
with your pepins.— 

Don. Prohibited the eating of pepins; upon which, 
what does me theorator Satan, but he whifpers afaft fpeech 
in her lug ; egad our grannum fell to in an inftant, and eat 
a pepin without flaying to pare it — \AddreJfes himfelfto 
the Oxonians.'} Ken ye, lads, wha was the firft orator, 
■ow? 

Tire* [to Scamper.] What fay you to that ? 

Scum. By my foul, the fellow's right— 

Don. Ay, but ye wau'na ha' patience— ye wan'na ha f 
patience, lads— 

Tire. Hold your jaw, and go on— 

Don. Now, we come to the definition of an orator : 
and it is from the Latin words, oro 9 orare 9 to intreat, 
or pcrfwad ; and how ? by the means o' elocution or ar- 
gument, which argument confifts o' letters, which let- 
ters join'd mak fyllables, which fyllables compounded 
mak words, which words combined mak fentences or pe- 
riods, or which aw together mak an orator; fo the firft 
gift of an orator is words— 

Scam. Here, .Donald, you are out. 

Don. How fo? 

Scam. Words the firft gift of an orator! No, Do- 
Bald, no, at fchool I learn'd better than that: Do'ft not 
remember, Will, what is the firft perfection of an ora- 
tor? a&ion ; the fecond, a&ion; the third, a&ion. 

Zir*. 



D<7«. In gude troth, Ffe not fay ane word ma 

Foote. Finifti, finilh, Donald. ~ 

Don. Ah ! they have jumbled aw my ideal 
ther ; but an they wall enter into a fair argumeti 
J'fc convince 'em that Donald Macgregor ie marc 
match.— 

Scan:. You be 

Don. Very weel 

Foote. Nay, but my dear Donald— 

Don. Hands aff, Maifter Foote — I ha 9 fiaifl 
fale, the De'el a word mare fal ye get out o* Do 
yerfervant, Sir. 

Foote. You fee, gentlemen, what your impatie 
loft us. 

Scam. Rot him) let him go. But is this felloe 
your pupils? why, what a. damnable twang he h 
with his men, women, and bairns— 

Foote. His pronunciation is, I' own, a little in 
but then confider he is but merely a novice ; wh] 
in his prefent condition, he makes no bad figure 
five minutes at the Pantheon and Lycaeum; ax 
month or two we fhan't be amam'd to ftart hi 
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A C T II. 

Scene, A Hall of Jujlice. 

Enter Foote. 

THE firft fpecies of oratory we arc to demonftrate 
our (kill in, is that of the bar ; and, in order to 
give our le&ure an air of reality, you are to fuppofe this 
a court of juftice, furniuYd with proper minifters to dis- 
charge the neceflary functions. But to fupply thefe 
gentlemen with bufinefs, we mull likewife inititutc an 
imaginary caufe ; and, that the whole may be ideal, let 
it be the profecution of an imaginary being ; I mean the 
phantom of Cock-lane, a phenomenon that has much 
puzzled the brains and terrified the minds of many of 
our fellow-fubje&s. 

You are to confider, ladies and gentlemen, that the 
language of the bar is a fpecies of oratory diftinft from 
every other. It has been obferv'd, that the ornament* 
of this profeiHon have not fhone with equal luftre in an 
aflembly near their own hall ; the reafon afiign'd, tho' a 
pkafant, is not the true one. It has been hinted, that 
thefe gentlemen were in want of their briefs. But, were 
that the difeafe, the remedy would be eafy enough : they 
need only have recourfe to the artifice fuccefsfully prac- 
tis'd by fome of their colleagues 5 inftead of having their 
briefs in their hands, to hide them at the bottom of their 
hats. ! 

[Calls to his pupils % n»bo enter drefs'd as a juftice^ a 
clerk* a ferjeant at Janv, and a counfellor.} 

You will remember, gentlemen, your proper paufes, 
repetitions, hums, ha's, and interjections : now feat 
yourfelves, and you the counfel remember to be mighty 
dull, and you the juftices to fall afleep* I muft prepare 
to appear in this caufe as a witnefs. {Exit* 

Juf. Clerk, read the indictment. 
Cler, [reads.'} Middlefex, to wit. 

Fanny Phantom, you are indi&ed, That on or be- 
fore the firft day of January 1762, you the faid Fan- 
ny did, in a certain houfe, in a certain ftreet call'd 
Cod-lane, in the county of Middkfe*, malicioufly, trea* 
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cheroufly, wickedly, and wilfully, by certain tti 
ings, knockings, fcratchings, and fluttering^, ag 
doors, walls, wainfeots, bedfteads, and bed-pofts 
fturb, annoy, affault, and terrify divert ibnocent, 
fenfive, harmlefs, quiet, fimplc people, refiding ii 
near, or about the faid Cock-lane, and ellew 
in the faid county of Middlesex, to the great p 
dice of faid people in faid county. How fay 
guilty, or 

Coun. [flops the Clerk Jhort.'} May it pleafe your 
(hip— hem— I am counfel io this caufe for the gfa 
hem— and before I can permit her to plead, I ha- 
objection to make, that is — hem — I fhall obje&t 
pleading at all. — hem — It is the Handing law o: 
country — hem — and has — hem — always been fo all 
deem'd, and pra&is'd, that — hem — all criminals i 
be trj'dper pares 9 by their equals — hem — that is- 
— by a jury of equal rank with themfelves. Now, 
be the cafe, as the cafe it is, I — hem — I mould b< 
to know how my client Can be try'd in this here 
ner. And firft, who is my client ? She is in the ii 
ment call'd a phantom, a ghoft. What is a ghc 
fpirit* What is a fpirit? a fpirit is a thing that 
independently of, and is fuperior to, Hem and 1 
And can any man go for to think, that I can advi 
client to fubmit to be try'd by people of an inferioi 
to herfelf ? certainly no — I therefore humbly mc 
quafh this indictment, unlefs a jury of ghofta be fir 
and obtained; unlefs a jury of ghoft 8 be firft had ai 
tain'd. ^ ^ [Sits 

Serf. I am in this caufe council againft Fanny ] 
torn the ghoft* — eh, — and notwithstanding the nil 
down by Mr Profequi be— eh — right in the main 
here it can't avail his client a whit. We allow— 
we do allow, pleafe your worfhip, that Fanny 
Phantom — eh — had originally a right to a ju 
ghofts ; but- eh — if (he did, by any aft of her 
forfeit this right, her plea cannot be admitted* 
we can prove, pleafe your worfhip, prove by a ck 
witnefles, that faid Fanny did, as fpecified id then 

talent, fcratch, knock, and matter- eh— 

fiud Scratching*; knockings, and fluttering*— ch— 

< 
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iterations, merely peculiar to fleih, blood, and body^— 

it— we do humbly apprehend eh that by conde* 

bending to execute the aforefaid operations, (he hat 
vav'd her privilege as a ghoft, and may be try'd ia the 
►rdkiary form, according to the ftatute fo made and pro** 
ided in the reign of, &c. &c. &c. 
Your worfhip's opinion. 

Tire. Smoke the juftice, he is as fail as a church. 
Scam. I fancy he has touch'd the tankard too much 
hit morning; he'll know a good deal of what they have 
cen faying. 
J*ft. [is walid by the c/erk, nubo tells him they have 

lit Jed. 2 Why the objection oh brought by 

xlrProfcqui, is [whifpers the clerk] doubtlefs provifion- 
lly a valid objection ; but then, if the culprit has, by an 
ifct of her own, defeated her privilege, as afferted in Mr* 
Serjeant's replication : we conceive (he may be legally 
ry'd— oh— Befides — oh — Befides, I, I, 1 can't well 
iec how we could impannel a jury of ghafts; or — oh — 
low twelve fpirits, who have no body at all, can be faid 
:o take a corporal oath, as requir'd by law— unlefs, in- 
ked, as in cafe of the peerage, the prifoncr may be try'd 
m their iionour. 

Coutu Your worfhip's diflinction is juft; knocking^ 
[hatchings, &c. as aflerted by Mr Serjeant. 

Serf. Aflerted Sir, do you doubt my inftructions? 

Coun. No interruptions, if you pleafe, Mr Serjeant ; 
[ fay as aflerted, but can aflcrtions be admitted as proofs? 
rertainly no 

Serf. Our evidence is ready— 

*G<wn. To that we object, to that we object, as it will 
anticipate the merits— your worfhip — »— 

Serf. Your worfhip 

Jujl. Why, as you impeach the ghoft's privilege, yom 
taunt produce proofs of her fcratchings. 

Serf. Call Shadrach Bodkin. 

Clerk Shadrach Bodkin, come into court. 

Enter Bodkin. 

$erf. Pttrjr, Mr Bodkin, Where do you live ? 

Bod. I fojourn in Lukener's-lane. 

Serf . What is your profeffion ? 

Bid. I am a teacher of the word, and a taylor. 

Vai«IV. X ■&** 
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Scam, Zounds, Will, it is a Mefhodift. 

Tire. No, Aire! 

Scam, By the lord Harry, it is. 

Clerk. Silence. 

Serf. Do you know any thing of Fanny the Phan* 
torn ? 

Bod. Yea— I do. 

Serj. Can you give any account of her thumpings, 
fcratchings, and fl titterings? 

Bod. Yea — manifold have been the fcratchings and j 
knockings that I have heard. 

Serj. Name the times. 

Bod. I have attended the fpirit Fanny from the firft 
day of her flutterings, even to the laft fcratch that ft« j 
gave. .J 

Serj. How long may that be ! ! 

Bod. Five weeks did (he flutter, and fix weeks did I 
(he fcratch. 

Scam. Six weeks— Damn it, I wonder (he did not ; 
wear out her nails. 

Clerk. Silence. 

Strj. I hope the court is convinced. 

Coun. Hold, Mafler Bodkin, you and I muft hare t 
little difcourfe. A ta) lor, .you fay. Do you work at 
your bufinefs? 

Bod. No 

Coun. Look upon me, look upon the court— Then 
your prefent trade is your teaching ? . 

Bod. It is no trade. 

Coun. What is it then, a calling ? 

Bod. No, it is no calling — it is rather — as I -may faf 
—a forcing — a compelling— 

Coun. By whom? ' - 

Bod. By the fpirit that is within me-*- ■ 

Scam. It is an evil fpirit, I believe; and needs muft 
tr!ien the devil drives, you know, Will* 

Tire. Right, Harry— 

Coun. When did you firft feel thefe fpirit ual motions? 

Bod. In the town of Norwich, where I was bora- 
One day as I was fitting crofs-legged on my fhop-hoard* 
new-feating a cloth piir of breeches of Mr Alderman 
i^ Crape'a~l felt the, fpirit within mc, moving upwards 
^ • an i 
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i»d downwards, and this .way and that way, and. turn- 

jling and jumbling -At firft.I thought it was the 

;olic 

Court. And how are you certain it was not? 

B<*d* At laft I heard a voice whifpering within me, 
frying, Shadrach, Shadrach, Shadrach, caft away the 
hmgs that belong to thee, thy thimble and fheers, and 
lo the things that I bid thee. 

Court. And you did? 

Bid. Yea, verily. 

Coun. I think 1 have heard a little of you, Mailer 
Sodkin : and fo you quitted your bufinefs, your wife, 
lad your children ? 

Bod. I did. 

Coun. You did — But then you commun'd with other 
lens wives ? 

Bod. Yea, and with widows and with maidens. 

Coun. How came that about, Shadrach ? 

Bod. I was moved thereunto by the fpirit. 

Coun. I mould rather think by the flefh — I have been 
>ld, friend Bodkin, that twelve became pregnant— 

Bod. Thou art deceived — they were barely but nine. 

Coun. Why, this was an active fpirit. 

Serj. But to the point, Mr Profequi. 

Coun. Well, then — you fay you have heard thofc 
retchings and knockings? 

Bod. Yea— 

Coun. But why did you think they came from a fpi- 
t?— 

B*d. Becaufe the very fame thumps, fcratches, and 
nocks, I have felt on my breaft-bone from the fpirit 
ithin me — 

Coun. And thefe noifes you are fure you heard on the 
rft day of January \ 

Bod. Certain — 

Serj. But to what do all thofe interrogatories tend ? . 

Coun* To a moft material purpofe. Your worfhip ob- 
rves, that Bodkin is pofitive as to the noifes made on 
le firft day of January by Fanny the Phantom : now if 
e can prove an Alibi, that is, that, on that very day, 
: that very time, the faid Fanny was fcratching anb! 
littering any where elfc, we apprehend that we deftroy 

X 2 tkc 
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the credit of this witnefs.— Call 'Peter Paragraph. 

Clerk. Peter Paragraph, come into court. 

Coun. This gentleman is an eminent printer, and has 
collected, for the public information, every particular re- 
lative to this remarkable dory ; but as he has the mif- 
Jortune to have but one leg, your worfhip will indulge 
him in the ufe of a chair. 

Clerk* Peter Paragraph, come into court. 

Enter Paragraph. 

Court* Pray, Mr Paragraph, where was you born? 

Par. Sir, I am a n-.tive of Ireland, and born and bred 
in the city of Dublin. 
• Ciuri. When did you arrive in the city of London! 

Par. About the laft autumnal equinox ; and now I 
recollect, my journal makes mention of my departure for 
JTngland, in the Befsborough packet, Friday, October 
the teirh, N. S. or new flyle. 

Coun. Oh, then the journal is yours ? 

Per. Flcaie your worfhip, it is ; and relating thereto 
I believe I can give you a plea fan t conceit — JLaft week 
I went to vifit a peer, for 1 know peers, and peers know 
ine. Quoth his Lordfhip to me, Mr Paragraph, withre- 
fpe& to your journal, I would wifh that your paper wai 
whiter, or your ink blacker. Quoth I ta the peer, by 
way of reply, I hope you will own there is enough for 
the money ; his lordfhip was pie a fed to laugh. It was 
fuch a pretty repartee, he, he, he, he • 

Jufl. Pray, Mr Paragraph, what might be yourtra- 
finefs in England ? 

Par. Hem — a little love-affair, pleafe your worfhip. 

Court. A wife, I fuppofe — 

Par. Something tending that way ; even fo long ago 
as January 1739-40, there pall fomc amorous glances 
between us : (he is the daughter of old Vamp of the 
Turnftile ; but at that time I fiifled my paffion, Mrs Pa* 
ragraph being then in the land of the living. 

Court, She is now dead ? 

Par. Three years and three-quarters, pleafe yo*r 
worfhip : we were exceeding happy together \ Ihc was^ 
indeed, a little apt to be jealous. 

Court. No wonder — 

Par, Yes : they can't help it, poor fouls ;- fatal ROt- 

with- 



,? HE- ORATORS* ^ 

banding, at her death, I gave her a prodigious good 

aer in my journal. 

up. And how proceeds the prefent affair ? 

r. Juft now, we are quite at a ftand — 

itt. HOW TO ? 

r. The old fcoundrel her father has playM me a 
ry trick. 
in. Indeed! 

r. As he could give no morfey in hand, I agreed 
£ her fortune in copies* I was to have The. Wits JW<f 
mr entire ; four hundred of News from the Invifible 
d, in meets ; all that remained of Glanvil upon 
ies; Hill's Bees, Bardana, Brewing, and Balfam 
>ney ; and three-eighths of Robinfon Crufoe. 
in. A pretty fortune ! 

r. Yes ; they are things that ftir in the trade ; but 
mft know that we agreed to go halves in Fanny 
hantom. But whilft I and two authors, whom I 
ir'd to afk queftions, at nine millings a-night, were 
r notes of the knockings at the houfe of Mr Par- 
timfelf, that old rafcal Vamp had privately printed 
;houfand eighteen -penny fcratchings, purchafed of 
lethodift preachers, at the public houfe over the 

tn. Now we come to the point — look upon this 

ice ; was he prefent at Mr Parfon's knockings? 

r. Never ; this is one of the rafcally Methodifts— . 

ee, fellow, how could you be fuch a fcoundrel to 

r genuine your counterfeit fcratchings to Vamp ? 

U My fcratchings were the true fcratchings 

r. Why, you lying fon of a whore, did not I buy 

r materials from the gill's father himfelf ? 

/. What the fpirit commanded, that did I. N * ' 

rv What fpirit? 

/. The fpirit within me— 

r. If I could but get at you, I would foon try 

fort of a fpirit it is — flop, you villain. 

' [Exit Bodkin, 
ogue has made his efcape — but I will dog him to 
ut his haunts, and then return for a warrant—His" 
lings ! a fcoundrel ; I will have Juftice, or I'll 
U3 tabernacle into a pigftyc. £•&*'/ Paragraph. 

X 3 Cotwu 
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Coun. I hope, pleafe your worfhip, we have {effi- 
ciently eftabliihed our alibi. 

Juft. You are unqueftionably entitled to a jury of 
ghofls. 

Coun. Mr Serjeant, you will provide us a lift ! 

Serf. Let us fee — you have no objection to Sir George 
Villars ; the evil genius of Brutus; the ghoft of Ban- 
quo ; Mrs Veal- 

Coun. Wc objeft to a woman — your worfhip— 

Juft. Why, it is not the pra&ice ; this, it muft be 
own'd, is an extraordinary cafe But however, if, oa 
convi&ion, the Phantom mould plead pregnancy, Mrs 
Veal will be admitted on the jury of matrons. 

Serf. I thank your worfhip : then the court is ad- 
journed. 

[Terence and Dermot in an upper fox» 

Ter. By my fhoul, but I will (pake. 

Der. Arrah, be quiet, Terence. 

Ter. Dibble burn me, but I will: hut, hut, notfpake.* 
what mould ail me ? Harkee you, Mr Juftice — 

Sea m. Hollo, what's the matter now, Will ? 

Der. Leave off, honey Terence, now you art well— 

Ter. Dermot, be eafy 

Scam. Hear him 

/Tire. Hear him 

Ter. Ay, hear him, hear him ; why the matter is 
this, Mr Juftice, that little hopping fellow there, that 
Dublin-journal man is as great a liar as ever was born— - 

Tire. How f o ? 

Ter. Ay, prithee don't bodder me y what, d'ye learn 
no more manners at Oxford college, than to ftop a jon- 
tleman in the midft of his fpeech before he begins ? oh* 
for fhame of yonrfelf — Why, the matter is this, Mr Ju- 
ftice: That there* what the debble d'ye ye call him, Pra- 
Praragraf; but, by my fhoul, that is none of his name 
neither, I know the little baftard as well as myfdf ; 
as to Fanny the Phantom, long life to the poor jonde* 
woman, he knows no more of her than the mother who 
bore her — 

Suds. Indeed! f good Lord, you furprife me? 

Ter. Arrah, now, honey Suds, fpake when you are 

{poke 
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to? yon ar'n't upon the jury, my jewel, now ; by 

oul, you are a little too fat for a ghoft. 

-*. Prithee, friend Ephraim, let him go on : let's 

little what he would be at-: 

". I fay, he knows nothing about the cafe that is 
<e& here, d'ye fee, at all, at all ; becafe why, I 

ha been from Dublin above four weeks or a 
i, and I faw him in his (hop every day ; fo that 
ould he be here and there too ? unlefs, indeed, he 
o fly backwards and forwards, and that, you fee, is 
ible, becafe why he has got a wooden leg. 
m. What the devil is the fellow about ?• 
•e. I fmoke him — Harkee, Terence, who do fon 
hat lame man to be ? 

*. Oh, my jewel, I know him well enough fure 
s parfon, for all he thought to conceal himfelf 
mging his name— 
m. Why, it is Foote, you fool. 
•. Arrah, who ? 
e. Foote. 

•. Fot, what the le&ure man, Pa— 
e. Yes. 

•. Arrah, be eafy, honey — 
m. Nay, inquire of Suds. 
>. Truly 1 am minded 'twas he. 
. Your humble fervant yourfelf, Mr Suds; by my 

I'll, wager you three thiiteens to a rap, that it it 
h matter at all, at all. 
w. Done — and be judg'd by the company. 
. Done — I'll afk the orator himfelf — here h* 
, [Enter Foote.] Harkee, honey Fot, was it 
If that was happing about here but now ? 
!e. I have heard your debate, and mufb give judg- 

igainft you 

. What, yourfelf,. yourfelf! 

ir. It was 

. Then, faith, I have loft my thiiteens — Arrah* 

3t, my jewel, why are you after playing fuck 

to bring an honcft jontleman into company 

he is nat But what, is this felling of ledures 

ing profeffion ? 

Fottff. 
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Foote. I can't determine as yet ; the public hare I 
very indulgent ; I have not long open'd. 

7V. By my fhoul if it anfwers, will you be my 
pil, and learn me the trade ? 

Foote. Willingly 

Ten That's an honed fellow, long life to you, 1; 

[Sits J* 

Foote. Having thus completed our lecture on the. 
quence peculiar to the bar, we fhafl produce one g 
group of orators, in which will be exhibited fpecin 
of every branch of the art. You will have at one i 
the choleric, the placid, the voluble, the frigid, the 
thy, the turgid, the calm* and the clamorous; and 
a proof of our exquifite (kill, our fubje&s are not i 
as a regular education has prepared for the receptio 
this fublime fcience, but a fet of illiterate mechai 
whom you are to fuppofe aflembled at the Robin-hoc 
the Butcher-row, in order to difcufs and adjuft the 
rious fy (terns of Europe, but particularly to deters 
the feparatc intereft of their own mother-country. 

ACT III. 

Scene, The Robin* Hoodi 

The President. 

Dermot O'Droheda, a Chairman ; Tom Twift, a , 
lor; Strap, a Shoemaker ; Anvil, a Smith; i 
Slaughter, a Butcher; Catchpole,) a Bailiff. 
nvith penvter pots before them. 

President. 

SIlence, gentlemen ; are your pots rcpleniflied \ 
porter? 
Jll. Full, Mr Prefident. 

Pref. We will then proceed to the bufinefs of the < 
and let me beg, gentlemen, that you will, in your 
bates, preferve that decency and decorum that is du 
the importance of your deliberations, and the dignit 
this illuftrious affembly 

\Geit up* pv/lf off his hat y and reads the met 
Motion made laft Monday to be debated to-day, *« Tj 
* for the future, inftead of that vulgar potation «i 
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H .porter, the honourable members may be fupplied with 
%€ a proper quantity of Irifh ufqu'ebaugh. 

" Dermot O'Drohcda f his mark." 

(f Dro. [gets up.] That's I myfelf. 

Pre/. Mr O'Droheda. 

O'Dro. Mr Prefident, the cafe is this. It is not Be* 
cafe I am any grate lover of that fame ufquebaugh that I 
have fet my mark to the motion ; but be cafe I did not 
think it was decent for a number of jontlemcn that 
were, d'ye fee, met to fettle the affairs of the nation, to 
be guzzling a pot of porter. To be fure, the liquor, is a 
pretty fort of a liquor enough when a man is hot with 
trotting between a couple of poles ; but this is another* 
ruefs matter, becafe why, the head is concerned ; and 
if it was not for the malt and the haps, dibble burn me 
but I would as foon take a drink from the Thames as 
your porter. But as to ufquebaugh; ah long life to the 
liquor— -it is an exhilirator of the bowels, and a flomatic 
to the head ; I fay, Mr Prefident, it invigorates, it fti- 
mulates, it— in fhort, it is the onlieft liquor of life, and no 
man alive will die whilft he drinks it. 

[Sit* down. Twift gets up, having a piece of paper , 
containing the heads of what he Jays, in hi* baU 
' Pre/ Mr Timothy Twift. 

* T. Twift. Mr Prefident, I fecond Mr O'DrohedaV 
motion ; and, Sir, give me leave — I fay, Mr prefident 
[hois in his hat] give me leave to obferve, that, Sir, 
tho' it is impoflibje to add any force to what has been 
Advanced by my honourable friend in the ftraps ; yet, 
■Sir, [looks into bis hat again,'] it may, Sir, 1 fay, be 
necefiary to obviate fome objections that may be made 
to the motion* And firft, it may be thought — I fay, Sir, 
fome gentlemen may think, that this may prove perni- 
cious to our manufacture — [looks in his hat;] and the du- 
ty, doubtlefs, it is of every member of this illuftrious af- 
fembly to have a particular eye unto that ; but Mr Pre- 
fident— Sir — [look* in his hat, is confufed, and Jit* down* 

Pre/. Mr Twift, O pray finifh, Mr Twift. 
' Twift. [gets up.] I fay, Mr Prcfulent, that, Sir, if 
Sir, it be confidered that — as — I fay-— [/wi/ in his 
x bat,3 I have nothing farther to fay. [Sitss down, and 

Strap gets up*] 

P«£ 
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Pre/. Mr Strap. 

Strap. Mr Prefident, it was not my intention to 
trouble the affcmbly^upon this occafion ; but when I hear 
infinuations thrown out by gentlemen, where the inte- 
reil of this country is fo deeply concerned, I own I can- 
not fit f:lent ; and give me leave to fay, Sir, there never 
came before this afTembly a point of more importance 
than this ; it ftrikes, Sir, at the very root, Sir, of your 
conftitution : for, Sir, what does this motion imply? it 
implies that porter, a wholefome, domeftic manufacture, 
is to be prohibited at once. And for what, Sir? for a 
foreign pernicious commodity. I had, Sir, formerly the < 
honour, in conjunction with my learned friend in the j 
leather apron, to expel flierbet from amongft us, at I 1 
looked upon lemons as a fatal and foreign fruit ; and 
can it be thought, Sir, that I will fit filent to this? 
No, Sir, I will put my moulders ftrongly againft it j 1 
will oppofe it manlbus totibus. For mould this propofal 
"prevail, it will not end here : fatal, give me leave tor 
lay, will, I forefee, be the iflue ; and I (han't be fur~ 
prifed, in a few days, to hear from the fame quarter, *> 
motion for the expulfion of gin, and a premium for the 
importation of wbifky. 

[A hum of approbation t with fignificant nods and winks 
from the other members. He Jits down, and Anvil 
and another member get up together } fofne cry Anvil, 
others Jacob. 

Prefi Mr Anvil. 

Anvil. Mr Prefident, Sir — 

[The members all blow their mfes, and cough ; Anvil 
talks all the while, hut is not heard* 

Pre/. Silence, gentlemen ; pray, gentlemen. A wor- 
thy member is up. 

Anvil. I fay, Mr Prefident, that if we confider this 
cafe in its utmoft extent — {all the members cough, and 
blow their nofes again,"] » I fay, Sir, I will. Nay, 1 in* 
fill on being heard. If any gentleman has any tiling to 
fay any where elfe, I'll hear him. 

[Members all laugh: Anvil Jits down in a paffion, and 
Slaughter £*// up. 

Pre/. Mr Samuel Slaughter. 

Sla. Sir, I declare it, at the bare hearing of this here 

mo- 
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twjtion, I am all over in a fweat. For my part, I can't 
think what gentlemen mean by talking in that there 
wanner ; not but I likes that every man mould deliver 
his mind ; I does mine ; it has been ever my way; and 
*hcn a member oppofes me, I like him the better for it j 
its right ; I am pleas'd ; he can't plcafe me more ; it is 
*• it fliould be ; and thb' I differ from the honourable 
gentleman in the flannel night»cap over the way, yet 
& am pleafed to hear him fay what he- thinks ; for, Sir, 
*a I fa id, it is always my rule to fay what I think, right 
t>r wrong — [a loud laugh.'} Ay, ay, gentlemen may 
fangh ; with all my heart, I am ufed to it, I don't mind 
t a farthing : but, Sir, with regard to that there mo- 
tion, I entirely agree with my worthy friend with the 
*cwter pot at his mouth. Now, Sir, I would fain afk 
iny gentleman this herequeftion: Can anything in na* 
lire be more natural for an Englifhman than porter ? J 
Icclare, Mr Prefident, I think it the moft wholefome Jb\ 
juor in the world. But if it muft be a change, let us 
rhange it for rum, a wholefome palatable liquor, a li- 
ijuor that — in fhort, Mr Prefident, I don't know fuch a 
t iquor. Ay, gentlemen may ftare ; I fay, and I fay it 
Lipon my conscience, I don't know fuch a liquor. Be* 
Qdes, 1 think there is in this here affair a point of law, 
which I (hall leave, to the confideration of the learned ; 
and for that there reafon, I (hall take nip no more of 
your time. \JIefits dowm t Catchpole gets up* 

Pre/. Mr Catchpole. 

Catch* I get up to the point of law. And though, 
Sir, I am bred to the bufinefs, I can't fay 1 am prepa- 
red fqr this queftion. But though this ufquebaugh, as a 
dram, may not (by name) be fubjccl to a duty, yet it 
is my opinion, or rather belief, it will be confider'd, as 
in the cafe of horfes, to come under the article of dry'd 
goods— —But I move that another day this point be 
debated. 

Sla. I fecond the motion* 

[Catchpole gives a paper to thcPreJidinl) <wfo reals it» 

Pre/. Hear your motion. 

«• That it be debated next Thurfday, Whether the 
*dram ufquebaugh is fubjeft to a particular duty; or, at 

' " th« 
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" the cafe of horfes, to be confidercd under the at 
" of dry'd goods." 

All. Agreed* agreed. 

Foote. And now, ladies and gentlemen, having 
duced to you glaring proofs of our great ability in e 
fpecies of oratory 4 baring manifested, in the pcrfoi 
our pupils, our infinite addrefs in conveying our kr 
ledge to others, we (hall clofe our morning's lecture 
ftituted for the pafclic good, with a propofai for the 
ticular improvement of individuals. We are read; 
give private inftru&ions to any reverend gentleman i 
probationary fermon for a le&urefhip ; to young bs 
iters who have caufes to open, or motions to make 
all candidates for the fock or buikin ; or to the new 11 
bers of any of thofe oratorical focieties with which 
metropolis is at prefent fo plentifully ftock'd. 
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Spoken by Mr K I N G. 

TjRAY, let me fee If what France fays be true, 

ilT That fmjling faces in this bnd are few. 

Ml tell you how they mar^you to a tittle s 

They fay, you think too much, and talk too little; 

While you with fcora, cry ouragainit their prate, 

Andfwear, with heels Co light, their heads want we'^ht. 

Be but fome clouds of pofitics blown o'er, 

iingland would fhow its laughing face once more. 

For this good end our bard throws in his mite, 

And hopes to fteal you from your cares to-night. 

Now for -our title— All the World** a' Stage. 
The lively French, of everv rank and age> 

Vol. IV. ' X 
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tn acting (bene* employ their laughing hours, # J 

And life's rmi«h path make gay by ftrewing flowers. A 

l,ct but the fafhion fpread throughout our iflc, 
And what makes Frenchmen grin, will make you fmile 
1 he drama would, like alkalis, protect yoti 
from thofc four humours which fo much affect you ] 
Sweeten your blood, with its fwift current mix, 
And cure the .crudities of politics. 
Our farce exhibits fuch a fcene as this-** 
And low are our per/on a drama lis. 
The various fervants at a country-fear* 
As actors, furnifli out the curious treat. 
In Alexander will the Butler rave, 
And nought cauClytus, the fat Coachman, fare 
From Philip's fon — You'll fee the hero foon, 
Deaih dealing round him with a filver fpoon. 
The Cook, Roxana, glowing with defire, 
Burns as fhe baftes — her bofom all on fire! 
The Groom ?nd Footmen act their parts fo well, 
No longer Tom and Dick, they hear no bell! 
The Butler mad— all's in confufion hurl'd, 
>Je can't obey, for he commands the world! 
His victories alone poflefs his brain- 
So mafler bawls, and miftrefs fcolds in vain. 
Critic-— indulge thefe heroes in their fancies * 
Nor, by your irowns, rcflore tbeni to their fenfes. 
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A C T I. 

Scene, An Inn at Shreinjtiur}* 

Charles Stanley and Harry Stukely at Breakfajl. 

Harry* 

FAITH, Charles, I cannot think as you do onthii 
fubjea. 
Cba. I am forry for it ; but when you have fervei 
two or three campaigns more, take my word for it, Har- 
ry, you will have the fame opinion of the army that 1 
entertain at this moment. 

Har. 'Tis impoffible ; the army is the only profefliofl 
where a great foul can be completely gratified \ after a 
glorious and well -fought field, the approbation of my 
fovereign, with the acclamations of my brave country- 
men, arc rewards ; amply repaying whole years of fer- 
vice. 

.- . C6a» 
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ha. True ? but the honours we gather very often 
n the head of a commander who has been only an 
ivitnefs to this " well-fought field." 
ar. Ah, but every individual has his fhare— 
ba. Of the danger, I grant you ; and when a re- 
is made of the killed, wounded, &c. you fee in every 
i-paper a lift of them in the following order : three 
dns, feven lieutenants, twelve enfigns, killed ; fa 
f wounded ; then comes in order, the ferjeants, fer- 
>majors, drummers, &c. &c. &c. and as to the rank 
file, they are given to you in the lump j one hun- 
, or one thoufand, jufl as it happens. 
ar. But their . memories live for ever in the hearts 
leir countrymen. 

ha. Yes, while the windows are in a blaze on the 

i of a victory, or while a city-politician drinks hiar 

of coffee and reads the flory : after that moment, 

memories and their bodies decay together. Well* 

me a good wife, eafe, and a moderate compe~ 

it 
»• ■ 

ar. How comes it, Charles, that with thefe fenti- 
:s you ever wore a cockade ? and, what is more un- 
table, fignalized yourfelf in fo extraordinary a man- 
luring the late war? 

ha. 1*11 tell you : — Whenever I receive the pay of 
bvereign, and am honoured with the character of 
rufty and well-beloved, I will faithfully > and I hope 
dy, difcharge the confidence he repofes in me. 
Harry, you have no ferious objection to matrimo- 
if you have, we had better proceed no further ; our 
:£t has a period. 

ar. Not in the leaft, I afTuie you : I think myfelf 
ble of engaging in both the fields of love and war* 
11 marry becaufe it has its conveniencies. 

" But when light- wing'd toys 
Of featherM Cupid foil with wanton dulnefs 
My fpeculative and ofhVd inftruments, 
Let all indign and bafe adverfities 
Make head againft my eftimation." 

re's a touch of Othello for you, and, I think, <?« 

Y z Cfc<u 
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Cha. 'Egad, Harry, that fpeech puts me in mind- of 
a letter which I receiv'd from Mifs Kitty Sprightly, the 
fair ward of my uncle Sir Gilbert Pumpkin— You muft 
know, we are to have a play acted at the old family- 
manfion for our entertainment, or rather for the enter- 
tainment of Mifs Kitty ; who is fo mad after every thing 
that has the appearance of a theatre, that I mould not 
ke furptfPd if me eloped with the firft ^rolling com* 
f any that vifited this part of the country. 

Har. Let us have the letter by all means. 

Cha. [reads.'] ** Mifs Kitty Sprightly fends her compli- 
" ments to Captain Charles; and as (he is informed Sir 
*' Gilbert has invited him to Strawberry- Hall, (he thinks 
" it neceflary to acquaint Captain Charles, that be muft 
" (hortly perfect himfelf in the character of Captain 
u Macheath, as the ladies expect him to perform that 
" character at the manfion-houfe. If he has a good Filch L 
«* in the circle of his acquaintance, me defires the Cap* 
•* tain will not fail to bring him down." 

Har. Why, what the devil! I'll lay my life youhav* 
brought me down to play this curious character in thie- 
very curious family. 

Cha, You are right, Harry; and if you can ftcH- 
. away the old filler, you will play the part to fome ad-* 
vantage — you will have fifty-thoufand pounds to you^ 
benefit, my boy. 

Har. You mean this as an introduction to the famil 
—Oh, then have at you — But damn it> I can't flog; 
can act tolerably. 

Cha, I'll warrant you. But come, now we 
cleaned ourfelves, we will repair to the man {ion ; we a 
only two miles from it; they expect us to dinner. Wil 
liam, defire the hofUer to put the horfes to. Waiter, 
a bill. 

Enter William. 

WiU The chaife, Sir, has been in waiting this hal^ 
hour. 

Cha. Come then ; I'll tell you more of my project a^ 
we proceed. 

Enter Waiter. 
iJpon my word, waiter, your charges arc intolerable ~ 
What, five (hillings for a boiled fowl? 

Wait* 
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" Wait.- We know your honour isn't on half-pay: wer 
ilways charge to the pocket of our cuftomers, your ho* 
lour, 

Hdr. Well, but good Mr Waiter, take back your bill/ 
tad in your charge confider us on half-pay. 
• Wait* Lord biefs your honour ! you are in too good 
Refh for that : why, your honour looks as fat and as well 
is myfelf. » 

Oha. Ha, ha, ha ! [Both laugh.'] There is half- a- 
Town above your bill; which you may difpofe of as you 
deafe. Get you gone ! 

Wait. Your honours, I hope, will remember honeff 
Vill Snap, at the Antelope, when you come next to- 
►hrewfbury. [Exit* 

Cha. Mr Honefty, your fervant. Travelling, Charles, 
i now become fo chargeable, that few gentlemen of our 
loth can afford to breathe the frefh air for a day — 

Enter Hoftler. 
Jut what's your bufinefs? 

-Hoft* The hoftler, your honour. There isn't fuch a 
air of bays, your honour, in the country; they'll take 
ou to Sir Gilbert's in ten minutes without turning a 
air, — I hope I mall drink your honours health. 

Cba. Another fee, Harry — we muft comply with the 
uftom of travelling. 

Har. Get out of my fight this moment, ye fet of 
roundrels, or I will knock you down with this chair. 
Takes up one '.] Landlord, hollo! why the devil don't, 
ou fend in all the poor of the parifh ? This is highway- 
abbcry, without the credit of being robbed. Let u» 
«t away, Charles, while we have money to pay the turn* 
ikes. 

Cba. Alonsl [Exeunt* 

Scene, A Hall at the ManJion~hovfe. 
Inter Diggery, with a play-book in his hand; Wat, Cy- 

mon, and fever at Clowns, fervant s to the family $ ma~ 

king a noife. 

Dig* Hold your damn'd tongues! How is it poffible 
>can tell you how to acl:, when you all open like a ken- 
lel of hounds? Liften, but don't fay a word. I am to be 
Uexander; and, Wat, you are to be my friend Clintus; 

Y 5 Wat, 
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Wat. Ah, Mufler Diggery ! you (hall fee what 111 
lay. 

Dig. Damme, hold your tongue, I fay once more-~ 
You'll fay! — what can you fay?— - Say only what is in 
the book, and don't be cramming in your own nonfenfe. 
But liftcn all of you, and mind— -You mufk know, the 
nan who wrote this play was mad— 

Wat. Lord, I mould like to play mad. 

Dig. Will nobody flop this fellow's mouth ? Why, you 
blockhead, you have not fenfe enough to be mad; you'd 
play the fool well enough, but how can you extort that, 
damn'd pudding-face of your's to madnefs? WTiy, Wit, 
your features are as fix'd as the man in the moon's. 

.J?U. Go on, Mailer Diggery, go on. 

Dig. Well, let me fee— [Turns over the haves if tb^* 
flay*"] You, Wat, I fay, is to be Clintue ; and I am t 
fay before you all, that great Almon gave me birth; the 
Wat, you are to fay, You lie ! 

Wat. Ah, but then you'll ftkk me. 

Dig. Never mind that ; button your waiftcoat over 
•four trenchers. — Lord, I forgot to begin right; I 
firft to come out of a Tim-whifkey, which you are 
draw; and when I am come down, you are aU to fall upo: 
your marrow- bones. And as to' you, Wat, if you eve 
look at me, I'll come up, and give you fuch a doufe o: 
the chops as you never had in your life. 

WaU Let us try ; now you fhall fee, Mutter Dig 

Dig. Then do as 1 bid you ; down every mother's fki 
•f you. {They all kneel down ; Diggery draw back. 
Don't flir none, if Mifs Bridget was ringing every be! 
in the houfe. When I fay " Rife all, my friends,'* th 
do you all get up. 

Wat. Is that right, Mufler Diggery? 

Dig. Very well. Now [A bell rings.]— Zounds, here' 
Mifs Bridget! 

Enter Mifs Bridget. 

Mifs Brid. Where, in the name of mifchief, have youc 
been, rafcal ? Your mailer lias been looking for you thi»* 
hour, and no tidings, high nor low. 

Dig. I'm going. [Exit > leaving the reft kneeling* 
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fifs Brid. Mercy upon ub! what's all this? Cymanl 

.! are you all mad? Why don't you anfwer? , 

ym. Hufh, hufh ! Diggery is to play mad $ I muft 

ftir. 

fifs Brief. Mercy upon me ! thefe fellows may be 

:k mad for ought I know. I'll raife the houfe ■ 

ther, brother I Kitty Sprightly ! Where are you 

Enter Sir Gilbert. 
ir Gil. What the devil's the matter? 
fifs Brid. Look at thofe fellows, brother ; they are 
mt of their fenfes; they are all mad. 
ir Gil. Mad, are they ! — why then, run and bring 
the fhort blundcrbufs that's hanging in the hall, and 
take a pop at the whole covey. 

Enter Diggery. 
;gery, what's the matter with thofe fellows? 
~)ig. Nothing, Sir. 

'ir Gil. Nothing ! Why, what the devil keeps them in 
t pofture then ? . 
")ig. Lord, Sir, I'll foon make them get upon their 

tir Gil Do then, I defire you ; and fend them all to 
mad- houfe. 

Tig. [goes up to them all."] " Rife all, my friends." 
hey all rife.'] Lord, Sir, we were only a&ing a 

*/r Gil. You fon of a whore ! get out of my fight this 
roent. {They all run a*wayJ\ Was ever man fo plagued 
b fuch a fet of fcoundrels? Morning, noon, and night, 
his fellow Diggery taking thefe wretches from their 
)ur, and making Caefars, Alexanders, and blackamoors 
:hem. 

Mifs Brid* Brother, brother, if you had routed that 
I of vagabonds who were mumming in our barn about 
> months ago, none of this would have happened. 
Sir GiL True, true, fitter Bridget. It. was but a few 
* ago I went to take a walk about my fields ; when 
ame back, the firfl thing I law was a large fhect of 
>er palled on the ftrect-door, and on it were wrote in 
ze characters j 

"Thif 
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" This evening will be prefented here, 

"The GREAT ALEXANDER. 

" Alexander by Mr Diggery Ducklin, 

" Roxana by Mifs Tippet Busky, 

*• And the part of Statira by a Young Lady, 

" ( Being her firfl appearance on any ftage.)" 

Damme, if l-know my own houfe. ' 

Mifs Brid. That's not all, brother; Diggery had near-* 
ly fmother'd that filly huffy, Tippet, in the oven a fev* 
day 8 ago. 

«S/> Gil. The oven ! What the devil brought her there 2 

Mifs Br id. Why, Diggery prevailed upon her to go if* % 
and he faid he would break open the door of it with tb- c 
kitchen poker, and that would be playing Romo. 

Sir Gil. Romo ! Romeo, you mean ; why, lifter Brid -- 
get, you can't fpeak Englifli — Surely fome daemon h^ s 
bewitch'd our family! \Afide.~\ But, pray, what becaic*-^ 
of Juliet in the oven ? 

Mifs Brid. Hearing a noife, I went down flairs ; an ^ 
the moment he faw me he dropt the poker, and ran away ~ 
but I had no fooner opened the door of the oven, thav ** 
I faw her gafping for breath ; and it was as much as M- 
could do to drag her out, and fave her from being fuffc*- 
cated. 

iS/> Gil. Why the devil did you not leave her there ? 
(he would have been a good example to the whole fa- 
mily. As to that fellow Diggery, he will be hanged for* 
the murder of fome of thefe creatures, as fure as I am 
alive. I overhear'd him the other day deiiring Cymo» 
to fall on the carving-knife, and he would then die like 
Cato. 

Mifs Brid. If they continue thefe pranks, we (hall 
never be able to receive captain Charles and his friend j 
they will certainly imagine we are all run mad in good 
earneft. 

Sir Gil. How can it be otherwife ? Mifs Kitty SprighN 
Jy, forfooth, extorted a promife from me the other day, 
that when Charles and his friend came down, I would 
permit the Beggar's Opera to be got up (as fhe phrafed 
it), in order to entertain them. 

Mifs Brid. Brother, that girl is worfe than the whol« 
gang of them* 

Sir 
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Sir Gilo Leave me to manage her : I will endeavour 
o releafe myfelf from the promife X made her ; and in- 
Lead of this play, a ball may anfwer the purpofe. I hope* 
t fter, you have prepared a- good dinner for my nephew 
ud his friend. He informs me in his letter, that the 
entleman he brings down with him is a man of family* 
nd a foldier that does honour to his profeflion. 

Mifs Br id. 1 muft defirc, brother, you will mind your- 
ard, and leave the houfe to me ; let him be related to 
ic fir ft duchefs in the land, he (hall fay, after he leaves* 
trawberry-Hall, he never feafted until he came there. 

Enter Diggery. 

Dig. Lord, Sir, Captain Macheath is juft arrived! 

Sir Gil. Captain Macheath ! my nephew, rafcal ; de- 
re him to walk up immediately. 

Dig* Yes, Sir — Oh, Sir, here he is. 

Enter Charles and Harry. 

Sir Gil. Ah, nephew, I am glad to fee you ! How? 
ave you been thefe two year*? 1 have not feen you £nce 
our lait campaign. 

Cba. In very good health, Sir; and am fincerely hap- 
f to fee you fo. Permit me, Sir, to introduce to your 
:quaintance v the companion of my dangers and my friend* 
up. 

Sir Gil. Sir, you are welcome to Strawberry -Hall. L 
ivc a foldier; and I am informed you fupport the cha- 
i&er in all its relations. 

Har. You do me great honour, Sir Gilbert ; I (hall 
udy to deferve your good opinion. 

Dig. He's a better figure than me, and better a&ion 
>o. [Imitates kirn* 

Cha. I was in great hopes, my dear aunt, that when 
ext I vifited Strawberry- Hall, I fhould have found you 
appy in the pofleffion of your old lover, parfon Dofey. 
hope you have not banifh'd him. 

Mifs Brid. Don't talk of the wretch ; you know he 
as always my averfion. 

[Diggery, at the Jtde 9 is Jlabhing hintfelf with A 
large key. 

Sir Gil. What are you about, Diggery ? 

Dig- Sir! [Puts the key into his pockety 

Sir GU. Come, come, I'll tell you the fa&, and fpare 
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her blufhes. Parfon Dofey, you muft know, fome timi 
ago, was playing a -pool of quadrille with my filler am 
three of her elderly maiden-acquaintances who live iff th 
neighbourhood, when, behold ye, to the aftonifhment oi 
all the ladies, the parfon 's right eye dropt into the fifh— 
tray ! Egad, I was as much aftonifh'd as the reft ; for" 
none of us had ever difcovered the defect, altho' he has* 
been in the parilh for fo many years : but in a twinkling" 
he whipt iuinto the focket ; and when I looked him in 
the face, damme if I did not think there was as much 
meaning in it as in any eye about the table. 

Dig. Ha, ha, ha, ha! 

[Sir Gil# interrupts him in the middle of his laugh. 

Sir Gil. For lhame, Diggery! — [Drives him e^]— 
Blefs me, I forgot !— Give me leave, Sir, to introduce 
_you to my lifter. 

Har. [Kijfcs her f and bows very politely.] Upon my 
word, Madam, fuch an impofition deferred a very fevere 
chaftifement. I hope, Madam, you never permitted this 
made-up gentleman to indulge the eye he had left with* 
another view of your fair felf ? 

Mifs Br id. Dear Sir, I hope you don't mind my bro- 
ther ; he is always upon his fagaries ; he puts me to the 
blulh a hundred times a-day — Faith, a very pretty young 
fellow ! I'll take a more particular view of him prefently. 

[Afide. 

Sir Gil. No, no ; my lifter's observation was a juft one; 
44 That when a woman marries, Ihe ought to have a man 
41 naturally complete." 

Mifs Brid. So, brother, you will go on with your vile 
conceptions. 

Sir Gil* I have no vile conceptions. Why do you fup- 
pofe them vile, filler Bridget ? 

Mifs Brid. Gentlemen, I cannot ftay in the room. 

Har, Dear Madam, I beg — pray, Madam — 

[Takes her by the hand. 

Mifs Brid. I muft go, Sir, I am in fuch a tremble ; I 
fliall certainly drop with confufion, if I ftay any longer. 

[Exit Mifs Brid. 

Har. Indeed, Sir Gilbert, this canonical gentleman, 
prefuming to addrefs a lady of Mifs Pumpkin's qualifica- 
tions* 
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without stt lead difcovering the imperfection, was 

le not to be forgiven. 

Gil. Ha, ha, ha! Mifs Pumpkin's qualifications !, 

to that. Captain, and yoy will foon have a regi* 

I find the foldier has not fpoiled the courtier. 

r. I really think what I fay, Sir j— ►the deception 

npardonable. 

• Gil. Not at all: the parfon was very poor, and he 
me was very rich; and if the fellow was blind with 

ye, and fquinted with the other, I could not blame 
o marry her, if (he was fool enough to confent to 
nion : indeed it was my bufinefs to prevent it ; buC 
ifeovery of the glafs eye did the bufinefs more 
nally than I could do, had I the eloquence of a Ci- 

a. But pray, uncle, where is your fair charge, Mi& 
-Sprightly ? She's grown, I fuppofe, a fine girl by 
ime. 

• Gil. A fine girl, quotha! — I do not like that warm 
ry ; a red coat may fpoil my project of marrying 
ryfelf. \ConJiders.~\ I have it! I'll tell him (he's a 
crack-brain'd. [Afide.] — Nephew, a word in your 
the poor girl has got a touch. 

>a. A touch! you" don't fay fo? 

• Gil. As fure as you are in your fenfes; (he's al* 
imagining herfelf to be either Helen, Cleopatra* 
Peachum, or fomc other female of antiquity, that, 
a noife in the world. 

a. Oh, ho! I fmell a rat here; but I'll humour it. 
le.'] — 'Tis a ftrange fpecies of madnefs, uncle; (he's, 
ibly play-mad. 

»• GiL You have it; and the contagion has run thro*, 
loufe — there's Diggery, Wat, Cymon, Tippet, and 
irhole family, except my fitter, have got the bite* 
- f fometimes you wou'd imagine, from the wooden 
res, ftraw crowns, and fuch like trumpery, that bed- 
ivas transported from Moorfields to the fpot you now, 
i upon. 1 give you this hint, that your friend may, 
>e furpris'd; you will explain the unhappy fituation 
e poor girl to him. — An excellent thought! it will 
her at a diftance from him. [dftde* 

ha* Harry, my uncle iufowns me, [winking at />/';#,] 
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that his fair ward, the young lady I mentioned to yott) 
has lately had a touch. 

Har. A touch ! I am heartily forry for it ; how came 
the unlucky accident? I hope no faithlefs one-eyed lovet 
in the cafe. 

Sir GiL Zounds! no, no, no! Why, nephew, youde- 
fcribed the girl's diforder abominably — fhc lately had a 
touch here, here, Sir. [Points to his forehead. 

Har. Oh, is that all ? I hope, Sir, with a little atten* 
tion (he will be foon reftored. 

Cha. I am very forry to hear this account of my deaf 
little Kitty; let us vifit her: where is me, uncle? 
\ Sir GiL Dear little Kitty! Oh, ho! But I'll hav«aH 
my fenfes about me. — \.dfidc-C\ In her own chamber, I 
fuppofe: but follow me, and you (hall fee her; (he's quiti 
another thing to what me was two years ago, when yoa 
faw her — But come, gentlemen, dinner will be fhortly oil 
the table, and I long to have a bumper with you. 

lExit. 

Har, So, Charles ! this is the fair lady you brought. 
*ne down to run .away with. 

Cba. Even fo. 

Har. Why, what the devil would the world fay. of rsA 
for being fuch a fcoundrel ? 

Cba. Marry the lady, Harry ; and wheri you have fifty 
themfand pounds in your pocket, the world will be verf 
glad to (hake hands and be friends with you. 

Har, I would as foon marry Hecate — 

Cba. As my aunt ? Very polite truly 1 But keep her 
*>ut of my way, and you may do with her as you pleafe* 
This girl, who my uncle fays is mad, I believe I (hall be 
able to reftore in a fhort time ; and it will go hard with 
me, if you will aflift me in the project, but I will put 
her into a poft-chaife and fet out for London this very 
flight. 

Har. Command me, dear Charles, in any thing that 
can be of fervicc to you : but don't you think making 
the propofal fo foon will be rather precipitate ? 

Cba. Not at all : we are to have the play, you know, 

at night, previous to which I mutt reheafe with her; flie'ft 

romantic, and an elopement need only be mentioned to 

put it in execution ; (he has feen fo many on the ftage, 

i that 
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%hat her head turns oii nothing elfe ; beiides, my uncle 
muii not have time to fmell fuch a fcheme, or he wiH 
Toon put it out of my power to execute it. 

Har. Siiccefs attend you, my dear boy. Have you 
inftru&ed William? He's a trufty fhrewd fellow. 

Cha. He has got his leffon : he will foon get into Dig* 
-ftery's good graces, if he can only give him a fpeech out 
of a play ; however, I hope William will be able to ma- 
nage him— Oh, here is Diggery. 

Enter Diggery, 'with a napkin in his hand. 
Cka. Diggery, my honeft fellow* I am glad to fee you $ 
Vrhy, you are grown out of knowledge: it is fome years 
fince I was firft. favoured with your acquaintance, Dig- 

Dig. So it is, your honour. Let me fee, [confident 
'you was firft favour'd with my acquaintance, four years 
come next Lammas: but 1 knew nothing then; I was 
'quite a thing* your honour. 

Cha. You have improved, Diggery, fince that time, £ 
: fee, confiderably. 

Dig. How do you fee that, your honour? 

Cha. Why, your face mows it? there are the lines of 
.'good fenfe, wit, and humour, in every feature; not that 
"fnfipid face you ufed to have, no more expreffion in it 
than a toafted muffin. 

Dig. I got all, your honour, by laming to read ; you'll 
Tee me, when I play, look in a way that will frighten 
the whole family — ho muffin faces; all mifpreffion, your 
honour. 

[Harry hums a tune out of the Beggar's Opera, and 
a£is. 

Dig. \Jooks at hin:S\ Mafleir Charles, who is that getf-| 
Pieman? He's afting, isn't he? Has he a muffin face? 

Cha. No, no, Diggery, don r t diflurb him ; he is one 
of the firft: aftors of the age, and has a face that would 
frighten the devil when he pleafes ; he'll put us all to 
rights; I brought him down for the purpofe. 

Dig. Suppofe your honour defires him to kill himfelf 
for a minute or two before dinner. I. have tried a thou- 
sand times, and never conld kill myftlf to my own fatif- 
'fadion in all my life. I'll lend him my key. \B ell rings,] 
^Coming — Oh, Matter Charles, I was ddifed to bid you 
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and the gentleman come to dinner, but I quite forgot ff| 
the dinner fat down to the family before 1 came in — run 
as hard as you can. 

Cka. Come, Harry, the family waits dinner. 

[Exeunt* 

Dig. " The family waits dinner." {Imitates him.'] I 
can't do it like him — Lord! how he'll do Captain Mac* 
heath in the play! I'm glad he's not to be hanged. 
{Sings.'] " Let us take the road"— -Hark ! 

{Without.'] Diggery! 

Dig. Coming. {Exit* 

ACT tt. 

Scenf, a Dining Parlour : Sir Gilbert, Mifs Bridget, 
Mifs Kitty, Charles, and Harry, at dinner; Diggery 
attending at the fide-board. 

Sir Gilbert. 

I Hope, gentlemen, you like your dinner. As to mf 
wine, there is not better in the country, I'll lay a 
hogfhead of claret. 

Har. Your entertainment is fo good, Sir Gilbert, that 
I (hall beg leave to prolong my vifit. What (hall we idt 
Charles, when we reach London, that Curfedfeat of noifc 
•nd buftle. 

Cka. Endeavour to reconcile ourselves to it ; a folditf 
muft not always expect good quarters. Pray, Mifs Kitty* 
how dues your fair friend, Mifs Sally Cockle i 

Kit. Oh, ihe has been married a Ion? time, and was 
htely brought to bed of two thumping boys. 

Mifs Brid. Child, you muft not tell that. 

Kit. What, musVt I tell the truth ? Why then I do 
: fay, (he was brought to bed of two boys not fix month 
ago ; but (he will be at our play to-night. 

Sir Gil. I told you how it was; but (he's not mifqbio- 
voiia. [/(fide fo Charles* 

Cka. She has not the appearance of it — I am fure her 
recollection is very good. {Afide. 

Sir GiL Come, my young foldiers, let us have a bum- 
per to his Majefty; what fay you, my boys? 

Har. A hundred, Sir Gilbert; and I far done firft. 

Sir 
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Sir Gil. Why, that's rather too many ; but while I can 
and or fit, have at you. Come, Diggery, let us have 
tree bumpers in a minute here. Diggery ! What is that 
How about there? 

[Diggery // kneeling at the foot of the fide-board* and 

as if lamenting the death of Statira : they all rife 

and look at him. 
Sir Gil. I fay, Diggery — 

£ Diggery turns his bead about, but continues hud* 

ing. 
Dig* Sir, 

Sir Gil. What are you about ? A&ing again, I fup- 
>fe. 

Big* Lord, Sir, I was only ftriving to cry^over Statira. 

[Rifes. 

Sir GiL To cry over Statira ! And what have you to 

> with Statira? Let Statira go to the devil, and give us 

tree bumpers to his Majeity j and then you may go fol- 

w Statira if you will. 

Dig. Yes, Sir. [Brings the nstine. 

Sir Gil. Come, boys, here is his Majefty's health, and 
long, glorious, and happy reign to him. 
Kit. Indeed, guardie, you frighten poor Diggery fo, 
at he forgets his part almoft as foon as he gets it. 
Sir Gil. Kitty Sprightly, hold your tongue, I bid you. 
have furely a right to correct my own fervants : but 
ft fatis6ed; for after this night, if ever 1 hear the name 
' that (heep-ftealing fcoundrel Willy, as you call him, 
will — There now, that fellow's at his devil's trade 
ain. [Diggery // fencing with a large knife."] Call 
jrmon here, thou imp of the devil ; we (hall be able to 
• fomething with him; — Oh Lord, oh Lord! 
Dig* Cymon^-Cymon — [7fo loft very loud. 

Enter Cymon. 
Cym. Here. 

Sir Gil. Cymon, do you attend table ; that fellow ts 
long the incurables. 

Cba. After we have performed this play to-night, I 
acy, Sir, the family will have quite enough of it. 
Mifs Brid. Then I wife it was over with all my heart. 
Cba. Mifs Kitty, will you drink a glafs of wine with 
c? Shall I have the honour to touch your glaisi 

Z % Kilv 
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Kit. If you pUafe, Sir. 

Har. Suppofe, Mifo Pumpkin, we make it a quwv 
tetto. 

Sir Gil. A quartetto! Why not a quintetto ? Cymon* 
five glafles of wine; be quick ■ 1 fuppofe you are not 
engaged with Statira. " 

Cym. Yes — no, your honour.' 

[Gives five glafits of wine* 

Sir Gil. We could not get any fi(h for you> altho' we 
lent far and near for fome. 

Cha. Give me good roaft beef, uncle, the propeYeft 
diet for a Briton and a foldier. 

(Xymon fills a glafs ; Diggery takes it up> and ghes< 
it to him: he appears t9 infirutt Cymon what fa. 
do with it; Cymon drinks itythr&ws the glafs over 
his head, and Jings. 

Cym. " And my comrades (hall fee that I die/* 

[Diggery and Cymon runoff* All ri/K 

Mifs Brid. Mercy on me ! Cymon's at work again* • 

Sir Gil. I wifh, with all my heart, the devifr had thr 
whole pack* — Was ever man to plagu'd? 

Har. Dear Sir Gilbert, do not be uneafy ; they will: 
be all tired of playing before to-morrow night, or I am. 
very much miftaken. 

Kit. Now, guardie, for my part, I think the beft way 
will be to let them have their belly-full of playing. 

Mifs Brid, For fhame, Kitty; you muft not fay belly* 
full before company, that's naughty. 

Kit. Well, I do fay* that if guardie would only let ufc 
play as much as we pleafe, is is very probable we mould 
as foon be tired of it as he is. 

Har. 'Egad, Mrs Kitty, an excellent thought — The 
girl's out of her fenfes. [Afide to Charles.] — Suppofe, Sir 
Gilbert, we adopt it. 

Cha. Do, uncle ; my friend and I will engage in one 
week to play them fo tick, that the fight of a theatre 
would be as bad as an emetic to them. 

Sir Gil. Do you fay fo ! if I thought that could be 
done — 

Mifs Brid. Indeed, indeed, brother, it will make them 
all as mad as March hares. 

liar. Uelieve me, Madam* it will not ; t knew a gen* 

xtaoaiv 
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ftleman who every night in his fife was at one or other 
of the play-houfes, until he purchafed a (hare in each of 
them ; and afterwards he no more troubled himfelf about 
the theatre than you do about learning to ride in the 
great faddle. 

Mifs Br id. No ! — Well, that'* amazing. 

Sir Gil. Well, well, I leave the management of this 
matter to you both ; do with them as you pleafe. If we 
can provide a remedy for this diforder, let us fpare no 
pains to find it out. Sifter, (how your nephew and his 
friend the garden ; and do you, Kitty, go too. You willf 
"find me in my ftudy. Take care of that poor girl, Charles ; 
(he is very fenfible at fome moments. [Exit. 

Gha. '* Fear not my government." 

Kit, That's what the black man fays in the play. This 
is to my own tafte exactly. [Afidc* 

Cha. " Oh, my b'tatira, thou relentlefs fair! 
«' Turn thine eyes on me — I would talk to them." 

Kit. " Not the foft breezes of the genial fpring, 
** The fragrant violet, or opening rofe, 
«* Are half fo fweet as Alexander's breath. 
«* Then he will talk — good gods, how he will talk!" 

[He leads her out, looking at each other languijh* 
Ingly. 

Scene, The Garden, 
Enter Mifs Bridget and Harry. 

Har. Thefe improvements, Madam, are the very ex- 
treme of elegance. J take for granted, they were laid 
out agreeable to your defign. 

Mifs Brid. Partly, Sir. My brother wanted to have 
the garden crammed full of naked figures, in a moft un- 
jdecent way : but 1 faid not ; and if you obferve, they are 
clothed from head to foot ; you can't fee the ankle of 
one of them. 

Har. There, Madam, you blended decency with ele- 
gance, which is little attended to in thefe days. Befides, 
the art i ft has the fame opportunity to (hew his (kill on 
the drapery of a lady's petticoat, as in finilhjng a Venus 
de Medicis. 

Mifs Brid. And fo I told my brother. Says I, the Ve- 
nus de Med-med — But wont you pleafe to fit down, Sir? 

Z 3 Yoa 
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You have walked a great deal ; I am afraid you are fa^ 
tigued — Sid down, Sir, and difpofe yourfelf. 

\JHe brings t*wo garden-chairs to the front of the f age; 
they look at each other languifbingly* 
And are you certain, Sir, that this- kind of play bufinefc 
will not be attended with any bad confequences to the 
family ? 

Har. Indeed I think not, Madam. "A play, certainly,. 
is one of the moft. rational amufements we have* The 
Greek and Roman ftages contributed very much to civi- 
lize thofe nations, and in a great meafure refcued them, 
from their original barbarity. 

Mifs Brid. So I told my brother — Says I, the Greeks, 
the Romans, the Iriih, and a great number of other bar- 
barous nations, had plays. 
Har. True, Madam. 

Mifs Brid. But he faid they were all Jacobites. 
Har. The juftice of that remark, I confefs, ftrikes mt 
—But, Madam, you, you, you — Damme me if I know 

what to fay to this old fool Where is Charles? 

[Afide* 
Mifs Brid, I have touch'd him with- my observation.- 
What a delicate infenfibility he difcovers ! \_AJideJ\— 1 
find, Sir, from your conversation, you have read a mon- 
ftrous deaL You have taken a degree, I fuppofe, Sir, at 
one principal adverflty? 

Har. There's no Handing this. [-/$&/<?.] — Oh, yes, Ma- 
dam ; and it coll me many an uneafy moment before I 
could obtain it : the only thing that made my time paft- 
away, even tolerably, was, that during my probation I 
fometimes had the honour of a- vifit from the mules. 

Mifs Brid. Pray, Sir, is that the family which lives at 
Oxford? 

Har. No faith, Madam, they very feldom even fojourt 
there;, they are a very whimfical family; and, ahho* of 
the higheft extraction, very often condefcend to vifit V 
cottage inftead of a palace. / 

Mifs Brid. I-fhall be very glad to fee them at Straw- 
berry Hall, or any friend of your's, Sir. 

Har. Dear, Madam, your goodnefs overwhelm* me. 

I'll try this old Tabby with a lovc-fcene ;, (he grows a* 

.Biennis. [Aftde.^—l cannot but think^ Madam, ofthe 

ua- 
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onaccountable vanity of the parfon, whom Sir Gilbert 
fb humouroufly dcfcribed to-day. From the cnterprifing: 
genius of this fpiritaal gentleman, and from his wanting 
an eye, one may with great propriety, I think, give him 
the name of the canonical Hanibal. 

Mifs Br id. Ha, ha! a very good fummily indeed, Sir; 
he was indeed quite a Canibal, and fo I told my brother : 
but don't mention his name, Sir; it always gives me the 
(pleen. 

Har. His prefumption* Madam, deferved death. Mon- 
ftrous ! to think of obtaining fuch a hand as this, \kijfes- 
#,] without the requifites even to gaze upon it. — Oh !' 
't» intolerable. [She rifes, and he kneels*. 

Mifs Br id. Dear Sir! Lord, Sir! With, what a warmth: 
he kiffes my hand* Oh! he's a dear deluder. [AftdeJ] — 
Sir, Captain, what do you call 'urn, if we are feen, I amc 
undone. 

Har. Be under no apprehenfions, my angel ! 

[Kiffes her hand again* 

Mifs Brid* My angel ! there's a word for you — I ftialb 
certainly give way in a few moments* [AJide. 

Enter Diggery, peeping at the Jide-fcene. 

Dig. What are thefe two cajoling about ? Acting, L 
fuppofe. I'll try if I can't acl the fame way. 

Har. Ah* Mifs Pumpkin, Mifs Pumpkin! 

[Kneels; takes out bis handkerchief and weep /•- 

Dig* Ah, Mifs Pumpkin, Mifs Pumpkin? 

[Kneels by the ftde-fcene^ and pulls the napkin out of 
his pocket / part of which mufi befeen when he en- 
ters* 

Enter Sir Gilbert. 

Sir Gil* Where are you> filter? Zounds I what's the: 
matter now? What, arc you acting? Have you got the 
touch? 

Har. Humour the thought, Madam* [AJtde^ 

Sir Gil. If Diggery had not been one of the dramatis 
perfontt, I mould have imagined, fitter Bridget, that a 
red coat and a handfome young fellow were things not 
•pery difagrecable to you. 

Dig. Yes, Sir, I'm here } I'm always your honourV 
ferfonx- 

Sir 
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Sir Gil. Get out of my fight this moment, thou— 

[Exit Diggery. 
Har. Diggery here ! that may be lucky. [ Afide* 
Mift Br id. Indeed, broth :r, 1 do not think, tint act- 
ing is fo foolifh a thing as I thought ; for the Captain 
here has repeated fo many pretty fpeeches, that I could 
lift en to them for on hour longer. However, I will gar 
and prepare tea for you— Good b'ye. [Exit. 

Har. Mifs Bridget has very kindly undertaken, Sir, 
to perform the part of Mrs Peach urn, in this evening's 
entertainment ; and as (he takes the part at a (hort no- 
tice, we mud indulge her with the book. I (hall make 
a proper apology to the audience upon that occafion be- 
fore the opera begins. 

Sir Gil. Mrs Peachum ! What, has my filler underta- 
ken to play Mother Peachum ? 
Har. Moft kindly, Sir, 

Sir Gil. She has ! then I (hall not be furprifed if I 
fee my (he-goat and all her family dancing the Hayes 
to-morrow morning — in (hort, after that, I mould not 
be furprifed at any thing. But tell me, my dear Stukely, 
tell me truly, do you think that you will be able to 
give them enough of it ? Do you think our plan will fuc- 
cecd ? 

Har. I'll be bound for it, Sir. If there are any more 
play 8 a died in your houfe after this, I will confent to lofe 
my head. 

Sir Gil. Then give them as much of it to-night a* 
you can — Do not fpare them, Stukely. But come, let 
us go in to tea. Diggery is hard at work, fixing the 
fcenes in the hall, and the whole neighbourhood will be 
here by-and-bye. Come along, [Exeunt^ talking* 

Scene, A room in the Houfe. 
Enter Kitty, fir.ging. 
Kit. This Charles, notwithstanding my finging, now 
and then makes me melancholy. He is fo lively, and fo 
tragic, and fo comic, and fo humourfome, and fo every 
thing like myfelf, that I am much happier with him 
than any body elfe. Heigh ho! What makes me figh 
fo, when I choofe finging ? — Tol, lol, lol, la — But here 
he i8i 
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Enter Charles. 

,€ha. Come to my arms, thou lovelieft of thy fex! 

Kit* Keep ofF, Charles, I bid you ; you mull not lay 
hold on me in fuch a monftrous way; that'sjuft like Cy- 
mon. 

Cha. What do I hear? Death to my hopes, Cymonl 
Does Cymon lay hold of my dear Kitty ! 

Kit. To bcifure. When I have no other perfon to re- 
bearfe with, I do take Cymon ; and he does not perform 
badly, when I in ft ru& him. 

Cha. But don't you think you had better take me ? 
Don't you imagine my performance would pleafe yo\i 
better than his ? 

Kit. How can I telf, until I try you both. If you 
will give me a fpecimen, I'll foon tell you — Try now. 

Cha. What the devil (hall I fey ? I do not immediate* 
ly recoiled a line of a play. No matter, the firft thing 
that comes into my head. \_Ajide. 

Come then, Kitty, you muft play with me. Now 
mind me — Hear me, thou faireft of the fair— hear me* 
deargoddeft, hear— 

Kit. Stop, ftop ; I do not know where that is. 

Cha. Nor I, upon my foul. [AJide.'] What, do you 
sot recollect where that is? 

Kit. No. Can you repeat a fpeech out of Romeo,. 
Crobk»back'd Richard, the Confcious Lovers, Scrub, 
die Journey to London, the Clandeftine Marriage, the 
School for Wive&— 

Cha. Stop, ftop ; yes, yes, Kitty, I have the Jour- 
ney to London, the Clandeftine Marriage, and the School . 
for Wives, ftrong at this moment in my recolle&ion. \ 
think I can do — 

Kit. What then, you only think, you're not certain? 
Lord, Lord! I do not believe you can do any thing-—* 
Why, Cymon* could fay them all without miffing a 
word. I only defired him, after fupper, a few nights 
ago, to -go into the barn, and get by heart the fpeech 
where the blackamoor fmothers his wife ; and I had not 
been in bed ten minutes when be came into the room* 
and repeated every word of it. - 

Cha. The devil he did ! 

KlU Ay, and more than. that. 
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Cha. What more, in the devil's name? , 

Kit. Why to be fure, he was as black as old Harry, 
that's certain. He had black'd all his face with foot and 
roofe-dripping ; and he did look fo charmingly fright- 
ful! But then he did play fo well — He laid down the 
candle, and came up to the bed-fide, and faid— " One 
" kifr, and then." 

• Cha. What then? 

Kit. Why then " put out the light." Why, Charles, 
you know no more how toa& this fcene than Tippet. 

Cha. And, pray, my dear Kitty, what does Sir Gil- 
bert fay to all this ? 

Kit. Why, he'd never known a word of it, if it wai 
not that it difcovered itfelf. 

Cha. How came that ? You tell me it was but a few 
n'ghts ago, and I do not think it could difcover itfelf fo 
foon. 

Kit. Why, you mud know, that when Cymon killed 
me in bed, he blacked my left cheek fo abominably, thai 
when I came down to breakfaft in the morning, the fa- 
mily were all frightened out of their wits* Mrs Bridget 
bid me go to the glafs ; and when I looked at myfelf-— 
Lord, Lord, how I did laugh ! I told them the whole 
flory. And do you know, that I am locked into my room 
every night flnce. 

Cha. So much the better. This fa Simplicity without 
vice, \Afider\ — Well, Kitty, you (hall fee this evening, 
how I'll play Captain Macheath. I am quite perfect m 
the Captain. 

Kit. And I have Polly every morfel of her— Lord, 
how all the country-folks will ftare ! Mifs Fanny Blub- 
ber, the rich farmer's daughter in the next village, is to 
play Lucy ; (he will do it charmingly, and, as luck would 
have it, (he is now big with child. 

Cha. Really ! was ever any thing fo ludky ? 

Kit. Are you fure now, that you will not be out ? 

Cha. You (hall fee now — Come, lean on my moulder 
•—Look fond — quite languiihing — That willdo*-— What 
do you fay now ? Have you forgot? 

Kit. That 14iavVt — " And are you as fond as ever, 
my dear 2" 

Cha. Sufpect my honour, my courage ; fufpeA any 

thing 
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thing but my love. May my piftols want charging, and 
jny mare flip her ftioes — No, I'm wrong — Zounds! Oh, 
I have it — *• May my piftols mifs fire, and my mare flip 
" her flioulder while I am purfucd, if ever I forfakg 
* thee." 

Kit. Oh, thou charming, charming creature ! 

[Kiffe* him* 

Cha. Damme, but this girl has given me the touch I 
believe. She has fet me all in a flame, [Afide.] — But 
tell me, Kitty, have you thought upon what I faid to 
you in the garden ? 

Kit. 'Egad I have; but I don't know what's the 
tnatter with me ; fomething comes acrofs me, and fright- 
ens all my inclination away. 

. Cha. Be refolute, my dear Kitty, and take to your 
arms the man who only can live when he is in your pre- 
sence. Heav'ns ! is it pofllble, that fuch a girl as you 
—a creature formed — 

Kit. Lord ! am I a creature ? 

Cha* Ay, and a lovely creature ; formed for the de* 
fight of our fc*> and the envy of your's. To be cag'd up 
in fuch a damn'd old barn as this! feeing no com* 
fifty but CymoOf Wat, Diggery, Ducklin, and fuch 
canibals! 

Kit. Oh, monflrous! 

Cha. 'Tie more than monflrous ; 'tis (hocking* 

Kit. Is it indeed! 

Cha. To be fure* 

Lit. Ihen 1 will do as you bid me from this mo- 
ment. 

Cha. Come to my arms, and let me hold thee to mf 
heart for ever. \Embrace* iter.'] " If I were now to die, 
" 'twere fcow to be moil happy ; for I fear my foul hath 
*' her content fo abfolute, that not another comfort like 
" this fucceedf in unknown fate." 

Enter Sir Gilbert. 

Sir Gil. Hollo 1 what the devil, are you two at it al- 
ready ? Why, Charles, are you not afraid fhe will bite you? 

Cha. Not in the leaft, Sir. If I don't make her out 
of humour with this kind of mumming, before flie is 
twenty-fair hours older, I will forfeit my conunlffionj 

Sih 
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Sir Gil. If you do, I promife you a better. Whit 

tooifc isHhat ? [A board is beard Jawing without. 

Kit. It is only Diggery fa wing a trap-Hole in the 

floor of the hall. You know we c*an't play tragedy 

■without it. 

Sir Gil. Death and hell ! we (hall have the boufe 
*bout our ears prefentty — Mercy upon us! — Diggery, 
"thou imp of the devil, give over. Charles, do you ftop 
liim. [Exit Charles.] Who could have thought of fuch 
-en infernal fcheme? 

Re-enter Charles. 
*p Charles, Charles! cure the family of this madnefs, and 
I will make your fortune for you." 

Cha. He had only began his work, there can be no 
inifchief done, Sir. 

Sir Gil. Thank you> thank you, Charles. As for you, 
Mifs Kitty, do you come with me ; the folks will be all 
here prefently. 

£8ir Gilbert puts her arm under his ; Jbe feizis 

Charles' 8 hand*, and imitates the fcene in the Beg* 

gar* j Opera where Peachum drags his daughter from 

Mackeath. 

Kit. " Do not 'tear him fiom me." Isn't that right* 

Charles? 

Cha. Aflonifhing! 

Sir GiL What the devil's the matter now > 
Kit. [Sings] "Oh, Oh, ray! Oh, Ambora! 0h> 
'*' Oh!" {Exeunt Sir GiL and Kitty. 

Cha. Well, certainly there does not exift Aich an un- 
accountable family as this. As to the girl, (he is a com- 
pofition of fhrewdnefs and fimplicity; and if properly 
treated, would make an excellent wife. She has thirty 
thoufand pounds to her fortune, and every (hilling at her 
difpofal. What an old curmugeon is my^ uncle, who 
might provide for his nephew, without putting a (hilling 
out of his own pocket, by beftowing this girl upon him; 
and never once to hint at fuch an union — No matter — M 
take this little charming girl to my arms, and make a 
coup de main of it. " Then, farewel the neighing (teed? 
u and the (brill trump ; the fpirit-ftirring drum,-the ear- 
*' piercing fife, the royal banner, and all quality, pride) 
*« pomp, and circumftance of glorious "war," 

" * fir. 
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Enter Harry, 
r. Bravo, bravo, Charles! The touch, I fancy* 
>oe round the whole family. 
a. 'Egad, I believe fo too, Harry. I have got it* 
tod* 

rr. I have been looking for you this half hour. Such 
le as I have had with old Moufer! 
*. Ay, but fuch a fcene as I have had with the 
1 1 'Egad, Harry ! I have her, in fpitc of all her 
h— But who do you think popp'd upon ua at tho 
al moment ? 
rr. Critical moment f 

*• Juft at I had the lovely girl in my arm, repeat* 
to her the firft fpeech that came into my head, in 
'd old Jowler, my uncle. 

rr. Why, he caught me much in the fame fitustiott 
e garden ? I was kneeling, kiffing Mife Bridget** 
anln'd withered fift, and fwearing by all tht god- 
i their friends and relations, when plump he came 

ms : no mifchief enfued ; for he thought I was gi- 
her a fpecimen of my abilities in acting. She hu« 
ed the idea as completely as if (he had but juft 

from a London boarding- fchool ; and the good 
night de£ red me, to furfeit her, to give her a little 

a. " This night makes me, or undoes nle quite." 
tr. Good again, Charles-' — Damme but I think 
vould make a tolerable actor in good earncft. 
a. I think I fhould ; and you will (hortly have * 
aeu of my abilities, in the character of a good haf- 

Enter William, nwtb a Letter* 
\U. I received this letter, Sir, from a hoftler, who 
gs to an inn in the next village ; he wahe for aft 
rr Sir. 

ur. What can this mean \ I know no perfotf here* 
t% except my uncle's family. Let us fee. {Reads* 
I this moment heatd you was in the country upon 
rifit at your uncle's; and as I propofe flaying here 
»mght, (being heartily fatigued with my journey)* 
U be much obliged, if you will favour mewkh your 
mpany to tappers I am alone ; but if th& fitssil^ 
>u JV. A * •* *»*- 



* 7 * ALL THE WORLD'S A STAGE. 

Ai cannot fpare you, I mud infift you will ufe no cere- 
M mony with your old and fincere friend, 

" Joe Tackum." 
Angels catch the founds! 

Har. With all my heart — but what's the matter? 

Cba. Who do you think is by accident arrived at the 
next village? 

Har. Who, who? — You put me in a fever, 

Cha. Joe Tackum, my old fellow-collegian who took 
orders not a month ago, and who, I fuppofe, is now go- 
ing to his father's — Fly, William; get me pen, ink, and 
paper : he mull not ftir from the place he now is at, to 
get a bimopric. [Exeunt Charles and William. 

Har. Let me fee now; can't I find fome paflage that 
will be apropos P If Diggery were here, he would find 
twenty in a minute— Oh, I have it— •« If it were done 
«' when 'tis done ; then would it were done quickly— 
*' 'tis a confummation devoutly to be wifhed." No, no, 
no, I'm all wrong— -Damme, if ever I attempt to fpdut 
again while I live. [Exit* 

Scene, The Hall, with Benches fixed to fee the Play. 
Sir Gilbert, Diggery, 6r. are perceived bujiling and re- 
ceiving the company \ 

Sir Gil. Welcome, my good friends; welcome, ladies 
and gentlemen. Diggery, don't be mumbling your 
nonfenfe, but feat the company — You are all moft hear- 
tily welcome — How do your like our preparation? 

Comp. Oh, 'tis charming — Indeed, Sir Gilbert, 'tis 
charming. 

. Si J Gil. Don't be mumbling, Diggery, I (ay, but 
look about and obferve the company. Pray, fit down all 
of you, or we can't begin our paftimes ; the a&ors will 
be here (hortly. Diggery, where's my nephew and his 
fiiend ? Where's Kitty too ? 

Dig. She is juft ftepped out with Charles. 

Sir Gil. Ay, ay, to rehearfe their parts together, fo 
much the better. After this night, I (hall take care 
they have no rehearfing of their tragedies, and come- 
dies, and love-dialogues ; I'll put an end to this tinder- 
work buiinefs— But come, come; buftle about, Dig- 
ger* get yourfelf ready, and defire them alt to begin ; 

we 
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we have no time to lofe. Now, neighbours, you {hall fee 
the Beggar's Opera in tafte. 

Dig. Here they are, here they are. 

Enter Charles, Kitty, and Harry. 

Har. Are you fure none of the family know you ard J 
married ? 

Cha. Not a foul ; but they (hall all know it now 
[Charles and Kittys up to Sir Gilbert, and kneel.] Sir,* 
this young lady, who is now my wife, joins with me irr 
requeuing your blcfling and forgiven efs. 

Dig. Ne, no, naj; you are all wrong;' you are to' 
confers the marriage at the. end of the third aft — We be- 
gin at the wrong end. [Charles and Kitty rife* 
Enter Miffr Bridget* in a rage. 

Mi// Br id. Brother, brother, we are all undone ■« 
Oh, Kitty, you- arc a fed'flut— The wench is married, 
brother! 

Dig. Why, Mrs Bridget,, you are wrong too ; you 
ire to fay. that by-and-bye. 

Sir Gil. You came in too foon, fitter Bridget ; yon 
hive forgot. 

Mifs Brid. I tell you, brother, the wench is married 
—Are you ftupid ?. 

Sir Gil. I tell you again, fitter Bridget, you are too 

{boa ; that rage will da well enough prefently Dig- 

gery (hall tell you when to come. This foolifh wo- 
man fpoilfral£-—I have feen the Beggar's Opera a thou* 
fiwd times* 

Mifs Brid. Was ever any thing equal to this ? V\\ 
raife the neighbourhood — Murder ! Robbery ! Raviftw 
ment!— Blefs me, how my head turns round— 

\T*hey all rife and ajpfi Mifs Bridget, who faints in a 
chair.. 

Dig. I never faw any thing better a&ed in all my life. 

Sir . Gil. Very well, fitter, indeed ! Bounce away ! t 
did not think i$ was you — Very well, indeed! ha, ha, 
ha ! [ Bridge t fhonas great agitathn. 

Dig* 'Tis very fine, indeed!*— I wifh I may do my pari 
half as well. 

Mift Brid. I (hall go mad ! You crazy fool you, hold 
jour tongue, or I will— [runs at Diggery.] As for 
'you, brother— 

A a 2 &\*; 
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Sir Gil* No, no; now you arc out. 

Dig. You (hould not meddle with me. 

mifs Brid. I tell you, dolt, fool, that your niece 
there, that impudent baggage, it married to that more 
impudent fellow, your nephew. • 

Sir Git. What is all this ! 

Dig. This is not in the play. 

Mifs Brid. No ; but it is in nature for fuch crea- 
tures to deceive and be wicked. She is married, I teD 
you. 

Sir Gil. The devil (he is !— It is a lie though. 

Dig. Then we (hall have a tragedy inftead of a co- 
medy. 

Sir Gil. Speak, fpeak, you gracclefa jpair of impel 
What is all this > 

Bar. Indeed it is true, Sir Gilbert, a* I can hear 
witnefs. 

Sir Gil. It can't be ; 'tis all a lie—Parfon Dbfey 
would not have done fuch a thing for hit other eye, and 
there's no other in the neighbourhood. 

Har. It was not parfon Dofey, that did the kind of* 
ace, but honed Joe Tackum. 

Sir Gil. And pray who the devil it honed Joe Tac- 
kum? 

Cha. A friend of mine, Sir, whom I detained far the 
purpofe. . 

Kit* Dearguardie, forgive me for thitrime; and IH 
never do it again. [Kn *R n g. 

JUSfs Brid* Did you ever hear any thing fo proiigate 
and" dejlitutc? Oh, you'll turn out finely, Miftl— 1\> 
deceive us all — What,, guilty of fuch an abomination, w> 
fo fhort a time, and at your age. 

Sir Gil» What fay you to that, cockatrice, in lojbort 
a time, and at your age ? 

Dig. I don't think it out of chara&cr, though. 

Kit. Pray, Madam, excufe me ; ia it not quit* as bad 
to do it in fojhort a time, and at your agt$ 

Mifs Brid. What do you mean, you impertinent flut ? 
Sir Gil Ay, what do you mean, Mifc Hot-upon't ? 
Kit. AJk this gentleman, pray. 

Sir* 
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Sir Gil. Why, what the devil, fifter! 

[She looks confounded* 

Mar. Since I am fubpcena'd into court, I mud fpeik 
the truth. That lady, infojhort a time* and at her agi 9 
offered her hand for the fame trip to matrimony ; but I 
was hot in a humour for travelling. 

Mift Br id. You are all a parcel of knaves, fools, . 
and impertinent hui&es — I'll never fee your faces again. • 

' [Exit.. 

Sir Gil. You ought to be afhamed to fhow your own, , 
Mifs Bridget. 

Dig. It is all in character; 

£ha. Confider, Sir, I am your nephew, and my pro- • 
fperity ought to give you pic a fur e : befides, I mail not 
want any thing. from you in your will ; I am now well 
provided for. 

SirG. 'Egad, that's a juftobfervation. [Aftde^— WdlJ 
as my fifter, who ought to be wifer, would have done 
the fame, I will forgive the lefe offence. \Kijfes ber.~y 
Make her a good hufband, Charles : and permit me to 
recommend one thing to you; let her never read a play," 
or go within the doors of a theatre ; if you do, I woul<f' 
not underwrite her. 

Cha. " My life upon her faith." 
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MEN, 

ArpiSi foSer t* Artthofc, -■ 

Hearty, father to Rovewell, — 
JbvewtU+ ia love with Arcthuft, 
•JtaK*, &rvtat to RovcwcU,, 
FirftMob, ... 

Second M§b t , •• — 

Thirl M*b y - 

*,. . - - • 

WOMB N. 

At (thuja > ib love with RdvcwcU^ 
Jtf/y, her maid. - — 

SrCitti* Louden. 



Mr Colfo* 
Mr Arthur* 
Mr Low* 
Mr Stogpjalacri, 



M» Settee* 



Mrs €h»mberj». 
MrtGfcen* 



Scene, Rovewdl'/ Lodgings.. 

Rotin fofw. 

Robin*. 

WE L L,~ though pimping is the moft honourable* 
and profitable of all. profeifions, it is certainly 
die moft dangerous and fatiguing ; hut of, all. fatigues 
there's none like following a virtuous miftrefs— There's 
not one letter I carry, but I run the rifle o£ {ticking, 
caning, or pumping, nay, often, hangings— ~Let< me 
lee ; I have committed three burglaries to get: one letter. 
to tor— Now, if my mafter fhouM not get the gypfey 
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fc, I have ventured my fweet perfo!* to a fair pur*- 
-But,. Baita! here comet my matter and his friend: 
leatty--. I muft ha&cn and get oar difguifes. 
id if Dame Fortune fail us now to win her,. 
r> aHye gods< above! the deril't in her. [iforfV 

Enter Rovewell and Hearty, 
en Why fo melancholy,, Captain? Come, come,.. 
d of your, gaiety, and courage ikou'd never take av. 
lointment fo much to heart*. 
ea. 'Sdeath! to be prevented when. I had brought: 
:figa fix near perfection i 

ar. Were you left open and daring in your at- 
8, you might hope to . fucceed — The old gentle- 
you know, is cautious to a degree ; hie daughter* 
a ftrid confinement :.. would you ufe. more of the. 
han. the lion, Fortune, perhaps, might. throw aa, 
tunity in your way — But you muft have patience* 
p. Who can have patience when danger is fo near ? 
this letter,, and then tell.me what room there i»* 
itience. 
Hearty reads i 
ro-morrow will prevent all pur vain , firaggles to > 

: to each other. 1. am then to be marry 'd, to . 

• eternal averfion ^ you know the fop,. 'tis. Cuckoo,, 
o, having a large ettate,w for c'd upon* me; but myv 
irt can be. none-, but. Rove well'j. Inamediately; after 
: receipt of this* meet Betty at the old place \ there 
fret one invention left; if you purfue,it clofely, you- 

y perhaps releafe her who wou'd be yonr 

41 'Aa^T^^usA. ,, 
ir. Yes, Arethufe, . I wHL. releafe thee, or die in- 
ttempt. Dear friend* excufc my rodencfe; you. 
the reafbn- 

A> I Ri 

Fttiace e^ry dangers 

*!*• refcue my dear, . 
For fear, is a ffcranger 

Where- love is finccre. 
Repulfes but fixe us» 

Defpair we defpife, 
Ii) beauty, infpire u» 

To paat for tfce prize* {Exit 
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Hear. Well, go thy way, and get her; for thou cfe* 
lerv'ft her, o' my confidence.—— How have. I been de- 
ceived in this boy ! I find him the very reverfe of what 
his ftep- mother reprefented him *. and am now fenfible it 
was only her ill ufage that forced my child away— His 
not having feen me fince he was five years old, renders me 
St perfect ftranger to him — Under that pretence- 1 have 
got into his acquaintance,, and find him all I wifh— - 
If this plot of his fails, I believe my money muft buys 
him the girl at laft. [£»/.. 

Scene, A Chamber in Argus'/ Houfe. 
ATethufayJAz. 

A I R. 
Are. See ! the radiant queen of night 
Sheds on all her kindly beams ; 
Gilds the plains* with cheerful light, 
And fparkles in thefilver ftreams* 
Smiles adorn the face of Nature, 
Taftelefs all things yet appear, 
Unto me a hapelefs creature, 
In. the abfence of my dear. 

Enter Argus. 

Arg. Pray, daughter, what linguo is- that fameyofc 
chant and fputter out at this rate,? 

Are, Englifh, Sir, ' 

Arg. JLngliih, quotha! adod I took it to be non- 
fenfe. 

Are. 'Tis a hymn to the Moonv 

Arg. A hymn to the Moon ! I'll have none of your 
hymns in. my houfe — .Give me the' book, houfewife. 

Are. I hope. Sir, there is no crime in reading a harm- 
lefs poem. 

Arg. Give me the book, I fay; poems, with a pox! 
what are they good for, but to blow up the fire of love, 
and make young wenches wanton?— -But* I have taken 
care of you, miftrefs ! for to-morrow you fhall have a 
hufband to flay your ftomach, . and no lefs a> perfoa than 
'fquire Cuckoo. 

Are. You will not, furely, be fo cruel- at to marry 
me to a man I cannot love. 

Arg. 
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'. Why, what fort of a man wou'd you have, lira 

AIR 

• Genteel in perfonage, 

Condu& in equipage, 

Noble by heritage. 
Generous and free. 

Brave, not romantic ; 

Learn'd, not pedantic; 

Frolic, not frantic; 
This muft be he. 

Honour maintaining^ 

Meannefs difdaining, 

Still entertaining, 
Engaging and new. 

Neat, but not finical ; 

Sage, but not cynical j 

Never tyrannical j 
But ever true, 
w Why, it mot Mr Cuckoo all this ? Adod he's a 
oung fellow, and a little feather-bed do&rine will 
ut the Captain out of your head ; and to pot you 
hit power, you mail be gira over to the 'fquiie 



. Surely, Sir, you Will at leaft defer ft one day* 
. No, nor one haur— To-morrow morning, at 
>f the clock precifely.— —In the meaa time, take 
the 'fquire's filler is hourly expected; lb pray 4* 

civil and fociable with her, and let me have none- 
r pouts and glouts, as you tender my d&fpleafurew 

IBxit. 

To-morrow is fliort warning ; but we may be toa 
g for you yet, old gentleman. 

Enter Betty. 

O Betty I welcome a thoufand times ! what' 
have you feen the Captain ? 
v. Yes, Madam ; and if you were to fee him in 
r riggmg, you'd fpKt your fides with laughing— 
hoyden^ fuch a piece of country-ftuff, yea never 

ir eyes on But the petticoats are foon thrown 

id if good luck attends us, you may eafily conjure 

Mmv 
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Mift Malkin, the 'fquire'a fitter, into your own dear 
captain* 

Are. But when witt they come ? 

Bet. Inftantly, Madam ; he only ftava- to fettle mat- 
ters for our efcape. He's in deep consultation .with hit 
privy^ counsellor Robin, who it to attend him in the 

quality of a country put They'll both be here in a 

moment ; fo let's in, and pack up the Jewels, that we 
may be ready at once to leap into the (addle of liberty,, 
and ride full fpeed to your defises. 

Are. Dear Betty, let's- make hafte ; I think every 
moment an age till I'm free from- this bondage. 

AIR. 

When parents obftinatc and cruel prove, 
And force us to a man we pan not love, 
'Tis fit we difappofnt the fordid elves* 
And wifely get us hufbands for ourfelvcs. 

Bet. There they are— in,, in. 

IA knocking without* 
Arg^ from above. 

Arg. You're woundy hafty, methinks, to knock at 
that rate— This is certainly forne courtier come to bor- 
row money, I know it by the faucy rapping of the foot' 
man Who's at the door I 

Rob. Tummos I {Without doors* 

Arg. Tummos I who's Tummos? Who wou'd you 
{peak with, friend J 

Rob. With young matter's vathcr-in-law that mun bc r 
mailer Hard guts ? 

Arg. And what's your bufinefs with matter Hard- 
gut i? 

Rob. Why, young mirrrefs is come out o' the coun- 
try to fee brother's wife that mun be, that's all. 

Arg. Odfo, the '{quire's fifter; Fm forry I made her 
wait fo long. [-Goes down and. lets 9 em in» 

Scene,. A Chamber. 
Argus intrdducing- RoveweU in woman's deaths } followed 

by Robin as a Clown. 
. Arg. Save you, fair lady, you're welcome to > town; 

[Rovewell curtfeys.~\ : A very modeft maiden, truly* 

p— How long have you been in town ? 

B*l. 
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Rob. Why an hour and a bit or fo we juft put up 
liorfes at King's- Arms yonder, and ftaid a crum to zee 
poor things feed, for your London oftlers give little 
enough to- poor beafts ; an 9 you ftond not by 'em your 
sell, and fee 'em fed, as foon as your back's turn'd, 
sdod they'll cheat you afore your face. 
• Arg. Why how now, Clodpate ? are you to fpeak 
before your miftrefs, and with your hat on, too? Is that 
your country -breeding? 

Rob. Why, an' 'tis on, 'tia on, an' 'tis off, 'tis off-*— 
what cares Tummos for your falfe-heartcd London com* 
pliments? An' you'd have an anfwerfrom young miftrefs, 
you mun look to Tummos ; for (he's fo main bafhful, 
(he never fpeaks one* word but her prayers, and thos'n 
fo foftly that nobody can hear her. 

Arg. I like her the better for that; filence is a hea- 
venly virtue in a woman, but very rare to be found in 

this wicked place. Have you feen your brother, 

pretty lady, fince you came to town ? [Rovewell curt' 
feys*~] O miraculous modefty ! wou'd all women were 
thus ! Can't you fpeak, Madam ? 

[Rovewell curt fey s again. 

Rob. An' you get a word from her, 'tis more nor fhe 
has fpoken to us thefe fourfcore and feven long miles ; 
but young miftrefs will prate faft enough, an' you fet her 
among your women volk. 

Arg. Say'ft thou fo, honeft fellow ? I'll fend her to 
thofe that have tongue enough, I'll warrant you. Here, 
Betty ! 

Enter Betty. , 

Take this young lady to my daughter ; 'ti* 'fquire 
Cuckoo's filler; and, d'ye hear, make much, of her, I 
charge you. 

Bet, Yes, Sir— Pleafe to follow me, Madam. 

Rov. Now, you rogue, for a lie an hour and a half 
long, to keep the old fellow in fufpenfe. [Afide to Ro- 
bin.] ^ t^**' »>//£ Betty. 

Rob. Well, matter \ don't you think my miftrefs a 
dainty young woman ? — She's wonderfully bemir'd in 
our country for her ihapes. - 

Arg. Oh, fhe's a fine creature, indeed!— But where's 
the '{quire, honeft friend ? 
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Rob. Why-, one cannot find a man .out in this Cbne 
Londonfhire, there are fo»many tavcruns and chockHn 
houfen ; you may as well feek a needle in a hay fardel* 
as they uy'n i' the Country.— I Was at 'fquire's lodg- 
ing yonder, and there was nobody but a prat apace whtJf- 
fon of a foot-boy, and he told me maifter was at chock* 
ling-houfe, and all the while the vixon did notfeiog but 
taunt and laugh at me:—- Pcod I could hare found in 
my heart to have gi'n him a good wherrit in the chops* 
So I went to one chocklmg-houfe, and t'other chock- 
ling-houfe, till I was quite weary ; and I could fee no- 
thing but a many people tapping hot fuppings, aid 
reading your gazing papers c we had much ado to find 
out your worfhip's houfe ; the vixon boys fet us o'thick 
fide, and that fide, till we were quite almoft loft; an 9 it 
were not for an honeft fellow that knowM your wor« 
fcip, and fet us i' the right way. 

Arg. *Tis pity they mould ufe ftrangers fo; but aito 
your young miftrefs» does (he never fpeak ? 

Rob. Adod, &ir f never to a mon ; why, me wo'not 
fpeak to her own father, {he's fo main bamfuL 

Aug. That's ftrange, indeed! But how does my friend; 
Sir Roger? he's well, I hope? 

Rob. Hearty toll, Sir— —He has drunk down fij 
fox -hunters fin laft Lammas 1— He holds his old courfc 
Hill; twenty pipes a-day, a cup of mum in the morning 
a Tankard of ale at noon, and three bottles of ftingo at 
night. The iamc mon now he was thirty years ago \ 
and young fquire Yedward is juft come from varfity i 
lawd, he's mainly growM fin you law him : he's a fine 
proper tall gentleman now ; why he'-s near upon as tall 
as you or I, mun. 

Arg. Good now, good now! But would' ft drink, ho- 
neft friend ? 

Rob. I don't care an 9 I do, a bit or fa ; for, to £1} 
truth, I'm mortal dry. 

4rg* Here, John ! 

Enter Servant. 

Take this honeft fellow down, and make him weK 
come. When your miftrefa is ready to go, we'll call 
you. 
. Rob. Ah! pray take care and make much of me, tor 
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I am a bitter honeft fellow and you did but know me. 

[ Exit Robin •with Serr. 

Arg. Thefe country fellows are very blunt, but very 
honeft. I wou'd fain bear his miftrefs talk. He faid 
{he'd find her tongue when fhe was amongft thofe of her 
own fex. — I'll go liften for once, and hear what ths 
young titi have to fay to one another. {Exit. 

Enter Rovewell, Arethufa, and Betty. 

Rov. Dear Arethufa, delay not the time thus, ydur fa- 
ther will certainly come in and furprife us. 

Bet. Let us make hay while the fun fliinea, Madam : - 
1 long to be out of this prifon. 

Are. So do I; but not on the Captain's conditions, t* 
be his pfifoner for life. 

S7vt. I fhall run mad if you trifle thus : name your 
itions ; I fign my confent before-hand. \JKiJJet ier, 
Arc. Indeed, captain, I'm afraid to truft yon. 

A I R. 

Ceafe to-perfuade, 

Nor fay you love fincerely; 
When you've betray'd, 

You'll treat me moft feverely, 

And fly what once you did purfue. 
Happy the fair 

Who ne'er believes you, 
But gives defpair, 

Or elfe deceives you. 
And learns inconftancy from you. 

Rov. Unkind Arethufa! I little expected this ufagc 
from you. 

A I R. 
When did you fee 
Any falsehood in me, 
That thus you unkindly fufpeft me ? 
Speak, fpeak your mind ; 
For I fear you're inclin'd, 
In fpite of my truth, to reject me. 
If it mull be fo, 
To the wars I will go, 
Where danger my paflion (hall {mother; 
• I'd rather perifh there, 
Vol. IV. B b Tsasv 
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Than linger in defpair, 
Or fee you in the arms of another. 

Enter Argus behind* 

Arg. So, fo, this is as it mould be ; they are as gra- 
cious as can be already— How the young tit fmuggies 
her! Adod, flie kifles with a hearty good-will. 

Are. I mull confefs, Captain, I am half inclined to be- 
lieve you. 

Arg. Captain! how's this! blefs my eye-fight! I 
know the villain now $ but I'll be even with him. 

Bet. Dear Madam, don't trifle fo; the parfon's at the 
very next door, you'll be tack'd together in an inftant; 
and then 111 truft you to come bad* to your cage again, . 
if you can do it with a fafe confcience. 

Arg. Here's a treacherous jade ! but I'll do your bu- 
Anefs for you, Mrs Jezebel. 

Bet. Confider, Madam, what a life you lead here; 
what a jealous, ill-natured, watchful, covetous, barba- 
rous, old cuff of a father you have to deal with— 
What a glorious opportunity this is, and what a fad, fad, 
*ery fad thing it is to die a maid ! 

« A I R. 
r Would you live a ftale virgin for ever I 

* Sure you're out of your fenfes, • 
« Or thefe are pretences ; 

+ Can you part with a perfon fo clever ? 

* In troth you are highly to blame. 
* And you, Mr Lover, to trifle ; 

« I thought that a foldier, 

€ Was wifer and bolder ! ' 

€ A warrior mould plunder and rifle ; 

* A captain! Oh, fie for ihamcr 9 

Arg. If that jade dies a maid, I'll die a martyr. 

Bet. In fhort, Madam, if you flay much longer, you 

may repent it every vein in your heart The old hunks 

will undoubtedly pop in upon us and difcover all, and 
then we're undone for ever. 

Arg. You may go to the devil for ever, Mrs Impu- 
dence. 

Arc* .Well, Captain, if you fliou'd deceive me. 
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Rov. If I do, may heaven ■ 

Are, Nay, no fwearing, Captain, for fear you mould 
prove like the reft of your fex. 

Rov. How can you doubt me, Arethufa, when yott 
know how much I love you ? 

Arg. A wheedling dog ! But Pll fpoil his fport anon. 

BsU Come, come away, dear Madam! — I have the 
jewels ; but day, I'll go firft, and fee if the coaft be 
clear. [Argus meets ber** 

Arg. Where are you a-going, pretty maiden? 

Bet. Only do — do - do— down flairs, Sir. 

Arg. And what haft thou got there£ child? 

Bet. Nothing but pi — pi- — pi- — pins, Sir. 

Arg. Here, give me the pins, and do you go to hell£< 
Mrs Minx, D'ye hear, out of my houfe this moment i > 

thefe are chamber- jades, forfooth —O temporal O f 

mores/ what an age is this? Get you in, forfooth, I'll 
talk with you anon. £Exit Arethufa.] So> Captain, are. 
thofe your regimental cloaths ? I'll aiTure you they be* 
come you mightily. If you did but fee yourfelf now, how 
much like a hero you look ! Ecce Jtgnutn / ha! ha! ha! 

Rov. Blood and fnry ! flop your grinning, or I'll'* 
ftretch your mouth with *a vengeance. 

Arg. Nay, nay, captain BelfwaggeY," it you're fo 
paflionate, 'tis high time to call aid and affiftance: here, 
Richard, Thomas, John j- help me to lay hold on thisfel-- 
low ; you have no fword now; cafptamy no fword, d'ye 
.mark me? 

Enter Servant J and RobinV 

Rov. But I have a piftol, Sir, at yourfervice. 

{Pulls out a piJloU 

Arg. O Lord! O Lord! 

Rov. And *I*U unload it in your breaft, if you ftir one 
ftep after me. 

Arg. A bloody-minded dog!' But lay hold on that 
rogue there, that country- cheat. 

Rob. See here, gentlemen, are two little bull-dogs of 
the fame breed, \j>refenting two plftols ,•] they are won- 
derful fcourers of the brain ;— fo that if you offer to 

mokft or follow me you underftand me, gentlemen; 

you underftand me. 

t*Ser. Yes> yes, we underftand you, with a pox. •* 

Bbl \S«rV 
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2 Str. The devil go with 'em, I fay. 

Arg. Ay, ay, good-by to you, in the devil's name. 

—A terrible dog ! what a fright he has put me in!— - 

I (han't be myfelf this month. And you, yc cowardly 

rafcals, to (land by and fee my life in danger ; get out, 

ye flaves, out of my houfe, I fay 1*11 put an end to 

sill this; for I'll not have a fervant in the houfe.— ^— I'll 
carry all the keys in my pocket, and never deep more. 
What a murdering fon of a whore is this \ But I'll pre-, 
vent him; for to-morrow me (hall be marry'd certainly, 
and then my furious gentleman can have no hopes kit. 
•A Jezebel, to have a red- coat without any money ! 
Had he but money, if he wanted fenfe, manners, 
or even manhood itfelf, it mattered not a pin;— — but 
to want money is the devil! Well, I'll fecure her under 
lock and key till to morrow ; and if her huiband can't 
keep her from captain-hunting, e'en let her bring him 
home a frefh pair of horns ev'ry time (he goes out upon 
the chace. [£x/A' 

Scene, A Chamber* 
Arethufa difcover* d Jittlng melancholy on a couch* 

A I R. 

leave me to complain 
My lofs of liberty ; 

1 never more mail fee my fwain* 
Nor ever more be free* 

O cruel, cruel Fate ! 

What joy. can I receive* 
When in the arms of one I hate*, 

I'm doom'd, alas I to live? 
Ye pitying pow'rs above, 

That fee my foul's difmay, 
O ! bring me back the man I love*. 
Or take my life away. 

Enter Argus. 
Arg, So, lady! you're welcome home! . ■■ ■! See 
how the pretty turtle fits moaning the lofc of her mate t 
-*-r-What, not a word, Thufy j not a word, child ? 
Come, come, don't be in the dumps now, and I'll fetch: 
the captain, or the fquire's, fitter ; perhaps they may 

tnake it prattle a bit Ah,. ungracious girl! I* all my 

«arc come to this? Is this the gratitude you fhow youc 

unck'i 
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uncle's memory, to throw away what he had bullied fo 
hard for at fo mad a rate ? Bid he leave you 1 2,000 1. 
think you, to make you no better than a foldier's trull? 
to follow a camp ? to carry a knapfack? This is whit 
you'd have, Miftrefs, is it not ? 

Are, This, and ten thoufand timea worfe, were bet- 
ter with the man I love, than to be chain'd to the naif- 
fcous. embraces of one I hate. 

Arg. A very dutiful lady, indeed ! I'll make ymt fing 
another fong to-morrow ; and till then, I'll leave you in * 
fiha cuftodia to conflder.- B'ye, Thufy f 

Ar*. How barbarous is the covetoufnefs and caution 
of ill-natur'd parents! They toil for eftates with a view 
to make pofterity happy j and then, by miftaken pru-~ 
dence, they match us to our averfion. But I am refol- 
ved not to fuffer tamely, however. They (hall fee- 
though my bbdy s weak, my refolution*s ftrong ; and li 
may yet .find fpirrt enough to plague them. 

AIR. 

Sooner than I'll my love forego* , 

And. lofe the man I prize, 
I'D bravely combat ev'ry woe, 

Or fall a facrlfice. 
Nor bolts, nor bars, ftiall rae controul,.-, 

I death and danger dare ; 
Reftraint but fires the active foul, 

And urges fierce defpair. 
The window now (haD be my gate, , 

I'll either fall' or fly; 
Before I live. with him I hate,*. 

For him I love I'D die. \AMem 

Scene, The Street.. 
** Hearty and RoveweD meeting. 
* "Rov* So, my dear friend, here already? » ■ ..This It 
«verykind. 

* Hear. Sure, Captain, this lady muft have fome ex-* 
* traordinary merit for whom you undertake fuch diffi- 
*cultics! What are her particular charms befides her. 
** money? 
■''Jtov. riLtcllyou, Sir. 
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<A I It The mnrdf by another band. 

• Without affectation, gay, youthful, and pretty;- 

• Without pride or meannefs, familiar and witty; 

• Without forme, obliging, good»naturM, and free ; 
' Without art, as lovely as lovely can be. 

• She ads what (he thinks, and (be thinks what (he feyv 
9 Regardlefs alike both of cenfure-and praife; 

• Her thoughts, and her words, and her adions, arefucb, 
*> That none can admire 'em, or praife her too much. 

4 Hear. WelT, (uccefa attend yo u ■ You know 

+ where to find me when there's occafion I [Exitf 

Enter Rovewett and Boy- 

Boy. Sir, Sir!. I want tafpeak with jtra*. 

Rov* Isyourmiftrcfslbck'dup, (ayyou? 

Boy.. Yes, Sir, and Betty's turned away, and all the 
imen-fervanta; and* there's Ua living foul in the houfe 
but our* old' cook- maid, and I, and mymafter, and 
Mrs Thufy ; and (he cries, and. cries her eyes out al- 
moft. 

Rov. O the tormenting news!' But iT the garrifoni* 
fc weak, the caftle may be the foonep ftorm'd. How did. 
jou get out? 

Boy. Through the kitchen?- window, Sir. 

Rov. Show me the window prefently. 

Boy. Alack-arday, it won't do. Sir! That plot 
won't take ! 

Rov. Why, firrah? 

Boy. You are fomethihg too Big, Sir. 

Rov* 111 try that, however. 

Boy. Indeed, Sir, you oan't get your leg iir; but E 
could put you in a way. 

Rov. How, dear. boy? 

Boy. I can lend you. the keys of Mra.Thufy's chain* 
ber^— Ifyou can contrive to ge$ into the houfe ■ ■ ■ 
But you muft'be fure to let my miftrefs out. 

Rov* How could'it thou- get it I This is almoft a mi- 

Bby. I picked it out of my matter's coat-pocket this* 
morning, Sir, as I wara-brufhihg him. 

Rov That'* my boy! there's money for you :: this 
child will come to good in time 

"RMfr 
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Boy. My matter will mifs me, Sir; I mud go; but L 
w^h you good luck* [£x/A- 

A I R. 

Arethufa at the window above. 
A dialogue between her and RoveweD- 
Rov. Make hafte and away, my only dear;, 
. Make hafte, and away, away! 
For all at the gate, 
Your true lover does wait, 
And I prithee make no delay. 
• Are. G how (hall I Ileal away, my love?" 
O how (hall' I fteal away? 
My daddy is near, 
And I dare not for fear; 

Pray, « come then another day.. 
Rov- O this is the only day, my life, , 
O. this ia the only day ! 
I'll' draw hhn afide, 
While you throw the gates wide,. 
And then you may fteal away. 
Are. Then prithee make no delay, my dear;. 
Then prithee make no delay: 
We'll fence him .a trick y. 
For I'll flip in the nick, 

And with my. true love away.. 
CHO'R U S. 
Q. Cupid, , befrien<T.a loving pair, . 

O Cupid, befriend us, we pray ! ' 
May our ftratagems take, 
For. thine own iweet Jake ; *. 

And, Amen 1 let all true lovers fay. 

QArethufa withdrawn* 

Enter Robin <as a 4awye* f andfoldiers. 
J£ob. So, my hearts of oak, are you all ready? 
Sold. Yes, an't pleafe your honour*. 
Rov. You know your cue, : then——- — to your pofb . 
£Ttej retire to a tome* oftbefiage .; he knoekifmarU 
fy at the door. 
Rhb< What,, are you* all afieep, or- dead in the houfc^ 
that you can't hear ? 

£ Argus, hiding tie far brbu bm*4 

. * 4 r tr 
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Arg. Sir, you arc very hafty, methinks— 

Rob. Sir, my bufinefs requires hafte. 

Arg. Sir, you had better make halle about it, for I 
know no bufinefs you have here. 

Rob. Sir, I am come to talk with you on an affair of 
eonfequence. 

Arg. Sir, I don't love talking ; I know you not r and 
oonfequently can have no affairs with you. 

Rob. Sir, not know me ! 

Arg. Sir, 'tis enough for me to know myfelf.' 

Rob. A damn'd thwarting old dog this fame. [Afide."] 
Sir, I live but juft in the next ftreet. [To hmJ\ 

Arg. Sir! if you hVd at Jamaica, 'tis the fame thing 
to me. 

Rob. \jAJtdeJ\ I find coaxing won't do, I rauft change 
my note, or I (hall never unkennel this old fox ■ [To 
bim.~\ Well, Mr Argus, there's 5 no harm done, Co take 
your leave of 3000 1. You have enough of your ©wn al- 
ready. [Going, 

Arg. How, 3000 I. ! I muft inquire into this. [Jf- 
Jide."] Sir, a word with you- 

Rob. Sir! I have nothing to fay to you. I took you 
to be a prudent perfon, that knew the wortE of money,, 
and how to improve it; but I find I'm decciv'd. 

Arg. Sir, I hope you'll excufe my rudenefs; but, you 
know, a man cannot be too cautious. 

Rob. Sir, that's true, and therefore I excufe you;. 
But I'd take fuch treatment from no man in England' 
befides yourfelf. 

Arg. Sir, I beg your pardbu 5 but* to the bufinefs. 

Rob. Why thus it is: a fpendthrift young fellow is 
galloping thro' a plentiful fortune : I have lent 200c I. 
upon it already ; and if you'll advance an equivalent, - 
we'll fore-clofe the whole eftate, and fha*c it between us; 
for I know he can never redeem it. 

Arg. A very judicious mao 1 Pin forty I affronted' 
him. [Afide.^ But how is this to be done ? 

Rvb. Very eafily. Sir.— A word in your earj a little 
more this way. . 

[Draws hm afid*; tbefildi$rs*g*t btftweca him and > 
the door. 

ijtffy. Sat tiit Wk| Sir, the tttfc? . 
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Rob. Do you doubt my veracity ? * 
Arg. Not in the leaft, Sir ; but one cannot be too 
furc. 

Rob. That's very true, Sir; and therefore I'll make 
fure of you now I have you. 

[Robin trips up his bee Is ; the foldicrs blindfold and 
gag him, and fi and over hivi, while Rovewell car* 
ties Arethufa off; after which they leave him, ha 
making a great noife* 

Enter Mob. 
AIL What's the matter, what's the matter ? 

[They ungag him, &C4 
Arg. neighbours, I'mrohb'd andmurder'd, ruin'd 
apd undone for ever. 

1 Mob. Why,, what/a the matter, raafter ? 

Arg* There's a whole legion of thieves in my houfe*. 
they gagff'd and blindfolded me, and offer'd iorty na» 
ked fworcUat my brcaft— 1 beg of you affift me*, or 
ttey'U ftrip the houfe in a minute. 

%.$tob. Forty drawn fwords, fity you, Sir? 

Arg* Ay, and more, I think, on my confidence. 

2 £foh. Then look you, Sir, I'm a marry d man* and 
have a large family, I wou'd not venture amongft fuck 
a parcel of blood- thirfty rogues for the world * but if you 
pleafe, 111 run and call a conftable. 

All* Ay, ay, call a conftable, call a conftable. 

Arg. \ (han't have a penny left, if we ftay for a con* 
ftablt>-"-'I am but one man) and, as old as I am, I'll 
lead the way, if you'll follow me. [Going in* 

AIL Ay, ay, in, in, follow, follow; huzza! 

i Mob* Prithee* Jack* do you go in, if you come to* 
that. 

4 Moh. I go in ! what fhou'dl go in for? I have loft 
nothing. 

. Worn. What, nobody to help the poor old gentle* 
man ? odds bobs ! if I was a man* I'd follow him my- 

fflf. 

3 Mob. Why don't you, then ? What pccafionablenefs 
have I to be kill'd for him or you either? 

Enter Robin as Conftable* 
AH, 'Here's Mr Conftable, here's Mr Conftable. 
Hob., Silence, in the King's name* 

A\K 
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AIL Ay, filence, filence. 

Rob. What's the meaning of this riot I Who makes 
aD this diilurbance ? 

1 Mob. I'll tell you, Mr Conftable. 

3 Mob. An't pleafe your worfhip, let me fpeak. 

Rob. Ay, this man talks like a man of parts — What'* 
the matter^ friend ? 

3 Mob. An't pleafe your noble worfhip's honour and 
glory, we are his Majefty's liege fubje&s, and were ter- 
rify 'd out of our habitations and dwelling-places by a 
cry from abroad ; which your noble worfhip muft under* 
ftand was occaiionable by the gentleman of this houfe, 
who was fo unfbrtunable as to be killed by thieves, who 
are now in his houfe to the numberation of above forty* 
an't pleafe your worfhip, all completely arm'd with pow- 
der and ball, back-fwords, piftoh, bayonets, and blun- 
dcrbuffes. 

Rob. But what is to be done in this cafe ? 

3 Mob. Why, an pleafe your worfhip, knowing your 
noble honour to be the King's Majefty's noble officer of 
the peace, we thought 'twas beft your honour mou'd 
come and terrify thefe rogues away wkh your noble au- 
thority. 

flobi Well faid, very well faid, indeed! Gentle* 

men, I am the King's officer,- and I command you in 
the King's name to aid and affift me to call thofe rogues 
out of the houfe — Who's within there ? I charge you 
some out in the King's name, and fbbmit yourfelves ts> 
our royal authority, 

Argxxs from the houfe* 

2 Mob. This 'is the gentleman that was -kill'd, an't 
pleafe your worfhip. 

Arg. O neighbours, I'm ruin'd and undone for ever ! 
They have taken away all that's dear to me in the 
world, 
. i Mob. That's his money \ 'tis a fad covetous dog. 

Rob* Why, what's the matter? What have they donei 

Arg. O, they have taken my child from me, my 
Thufy! 

Rob. Good lack ! 

3 Mob* Marry come up, what valuation can (he be?? 
-But have thejt taken nothing elfe ?. 
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Arg. Wou'd they had ftript my houfe of every penny- 
worth, fo they had left my child. 

1 Mob. That's a lie, I believe ; for he loves his money 
more than his foul, and wou'd fooner part with that than 
a groat. 

Arg. This is the captain's doings ; but I'll have hint 
hang'd. 

Rob. But where are the thieves ? 

Arg. Gone, gone, beyond all hopes of purfuit. 

2 mob. What, are they gone ? Then, come neigh- 
bours, let us go in, and kill every mother's, child of 'em. 

Rob. Hold, I charge you to commit no murder; fol- 
low me, and we'll apprehend them. 

Arg. Go, villains, cowards, fcoundrela, or I mall 
fiifpecx you are the thieves that mean to rob me of what 
is yet left. Hpw heave you are, now all the danger's 
over? Oh, Sirrah, you dog! [looking at Robin;] you 
are that rogue Robin, the captain's man. Seize him, 
neighbour's, feizc him I 

Rob. \j*fidt.~\ I don't care what you do, for the job's 
Atex.; I fee my mafter a-coming. 

Jirg. Why don't you feize him, I fay ? 

j mob. Not wc, we have loft too much time about an 
old fool already. 

2 Mobi Ay, the next time you're bound and gagg'd, 
you (hail lie and be damn'd for me. 

3 Mob. Ay, and me too ; Come along, neighbours, 
come along. [Exeunt Mob. 
Enter Rove well, Hearty, Arethufa, Betty, and Robin. 

Arg. Blefs me! who have we got here? O Thufy ! 
Thufy ! I had rather never have Teen thee again, than 
have found you in fuch company. 

Are. Sir, I hope my hufband's company is not cri- 
minal? 

Arg. Your hufband? who's your huiband, houfe- 
wife ? that fcoundrel ? captain — Out of my fight, thou 
ungracious wretch!— I'll go make my will this inftant 
and you, you villain, how dare you to look me in 
the face after all this? I'll have you hang'd, Sirrah; 
I will fo. 

Hear* O fie, brother Argus, moderate your paffion. 
It ill becomes the friendfhip you owe Ned Norths, 10 n\« 

Yfrf 
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lify and affront his only child, and for no other ( 
than improving that friendfhip which has ever beef 
tween us. 

Arw. Ha ! my dear friend alive ! 1 heard thou 
dead in the Indies — And is that thy fon? and my g( 
too, if I am not miftaken. 

Hear. The very fame — the laft and beft remaii 
our family ; forc'd by my wife's cruelty, and m) 
fence, to the army. My wife is fince dead, and th 
(he had br her former hufband, whom (he intend* 
heir my eftate; but fortune gufded me by chance t 
dear boy, who, after twenty year's abfence, and chai 
my name, knew me not, till I juft now discovered 
felf to him and your fair daughter, whom I will i 
him dcferve by thirty thoufand pounds, which I bit 
from India, befides what real eftate I may leave hi 
my death. 

Arg. And td match that, old boy, my dauj 
(hall nave every penny of mine, befides her urfcle*s 
ey. — Ah, you young rogue, had I known you, I v- 
not have us'd you fo roughly— However, fince 
have won my girl fo bravely, take her, and welcott 

But you mn ft excufe all faults the old man mea; 

for the beft; you muft not be angry. 

Rov. Sir, on the contrary, we ought to beg 
pardon for the many difquiets we have given you ; 
with your pardon, we crave your Heffing. \Tbt)i 
Arb. You have it, children, with all my heart, 
tlod, I am fo tranfported, I don't know whether I 
or fly. 

Arc. May your joy be everlafting ! 

Kovewell and Arethufa, embracing* 

DUETTO. N 

Thus fondly careffing, 

My idol, my treafure, 
How great is the blefling ! 

How fweet is the pleefure! 
With joy I behold thee, 

And doat on thy charms-; 
Thus while I unfold thee, 
I've heav'n in my arms. 
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ob y a Cm pie country-fellow. 
Id Hob, Hob's father. 
tfck, fcrvant to Friendly, 
oger, fcrvant to Sir Thorn its. 
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lorn, niece to Sir Thomas; in love with FrUn&y, 

ttty, her maid. 

hfrwoiber. 
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A C T I. 

After the Overture* Flora and Bcttjr difcovered. 

A I R I. 

*to tlie tune of, At mot) one fultry -funrnn** daf* 

'Flora. 

HOW wretched are we orphans made> 
By dying parents wills, betrayM 
■•• To fiiardiant pow'rs, who oft invade 

Our freedom, to bur coft? 
Like -entires they tketr wards txwfittc! .. 
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ladder againft the waU, I'll tofs over ray band-box, ten- 
lure catching cold in the dew, and take my f6rtune with 
him. 

Bet. There's metal in the propofal, Madam — Let's fee 
^be letter ; he (hall have it in a quarter of an hour,, tho' I < 
carry it myfelf. 
* Flo. Bui I won't venture neither, unlefs his anfwer tells, 

he'll be ready — So, dear Betty, be careful ; I. hare no, 
mortal to truft but thee. 

Bet. And no mortal fitter to be trufted*. f [Exit.. 
Flo. So, now my heart's at eafc— I find my refblution's 
good at the bottom ; and fince I have £et my head upon 
running away, 'tis not my old uncle nor the garden-waH 
mail flop me, tho' he were as wife as a bHhop, and the. 
wall as high as a church- fteeplo* 

AIR IV. Man in imag'tnmtion. 
Tho' my uncle ftrives to immure me, 
My lover's voice will lure me 
To leap from the mount o'er the garden-wall, 

And fly this hated place* 
Oh, a tedious day to me 'tis; 
But when Sol'sin the arms of hi* Thetis, 
Swift as the roe (at my hero's call) 

* I'll elude my hunter's chafe 

Ah! 

Enter Sir Tho. Tcfty. 
Sir Tho. How now, Mrs Irreverence r Am I fuck a 
hobgoblin, that you flart at the fight of me? 

Flo. Sir, I did not think any harm ; but when you corns 

upon one unawares 

Sir Tho. Unawares! What! I furpris'd you then? 
Your head was full of other matters, which, I fuppofe, 
that clofe committee of the ftefh and the devil have ab- 
solutely refolv'd to be the fundamentals of your conft> 
tution. 

* A I R V. As I iuo/ walking thro* Hyde^ParL 
1 When a girl fifteen years doe* attain, 
' Loye's follies invading her brain, 

* Her virtue's held by a flight rein.. 

' For equipage, hurry, and noife, 

' Gay cloathing, and fuch female toys, 

* Shc'U forego more fuhfiantiaj joys. 

<T* 
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*To a feather or powderM toupee 
* Her heart foon a captive wou'd be.» 

1 r To keep iuch a one chafte, we muft lock her up fed r 

• That maxim beft pleafes me.' 

Fh. Lord, Sir, how ftrangely you talk to one ! 

Sir Tho. Talk ! you malapert ; why who fhou'd talk 
to you but I? Who am I, huffy? who am I? 

Flo. You are my uncle by relation, my guardian by my 
ather's will, and my jailor again ft mine. 

Sir Tho. Then while you are my prifoner, huffy, how 
lare you take fuch liberty? 

Flo. Becaufe liberty, 8ir,» is- the fweeteft thing a pri- 
bner can take. 

Sir Tho. Don't you think- in your confeience now, 
niftrefs, you deferve to be lock'd up ? 

Flo. I think in my confeience, you ought to let me 
narry, fince I've a mind to't.- 

Sir Tho. Provoking ! Dare you own this to my face ? 
'Flo. Why, Sir, is't a fault? You have kept me in pri- 
on for thefe ten mouths, and I did not know but my 
ronfeffing it might deferve a little of your mercy. 

Sir Tho. Aftonifhing ! The devil has hardened you, 
nifty! you are a fight ! Go, go, to your chamber; people 
priB ftare at you j. I would not have you. feen abroad in 

ifcis condition for- O Lord ! your brain's turn'd ! 

You fhall bleed, miftrefs; I'll have your room da rken'd: 
Water-gruel,, discipline and water-gruel! ye gods! 

Flo. Look'e uncle, I find you have a mind to drive me 
to a hard bargain ; therefore, to let you fee that i am no 
hagler, I'll make you an offer which fhall fairly come 
up to the moll you can make of me — as thus — 

Sir Tho. What new diftra&ion haft thou got in thy 
head now? 

Flo. Hear me. You know I have 8cool. to my for- 
tune; and that by my father's will you are to be allow'd 
the whole intereft of it, 'till I am either married or of 
age r to reimburfe your expences in maintaining me ; 
which faid maintenance, by a modeft computation, may 
Hand you in — Let-me fee — about feven or eight pounds 
a-year (for I've no cloaths but my mother's.)— Novv, 
Sir, if you'll immediately give me the liberty of marry- 
ing the man I have a mind to, Til engage he mail coi,- 
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ftnt to the throwing of my fortune into the public funds* 
the minute you throw me into his arms. So you matt 
have the ufe of my pence till I am of age, as a premium 
for advancing to him the ufe of my perfon. 

Sir Tho. Hum! The girl begins to talkfenfibly — ■ j 

But 'tis not yet proper to underfland her Look'e r 

child, when you have perfuaded your lover to make the 
fame propofal under his hand, I (hall then believe you 
are equally mad to come at one another— In the mean 
time, let me advife you to your chamber, from whence 
\ will allow you the lovely profpe& of the garden. 

. [Exit 

Flo. You may chance to fret for this, my very wile 
uncle. . [ExiU 

Enter Friendly and Servant. 

Fri. What a watchful old rogue is this ! 

Str. A very dragon, Sir. 

Fri. To ufe a young creature fo unmercifully* 

Ser. Nay, Sir, fo uncivilly. 

Fri. How, firrah? 

Ser. To force her to fuch extremities, to make her 
ftraddle over a great wall, and rifk her neck down a 
ladder at midnight, when he ought to lend her his hand 
into a coach and fix, and out of his great gate at noon* 
day to come to you, Sir. But the rafcal has no breed- 
ing. 

Fri. By Mercury, I'll be even with him. 

Ser. You have reafon, Sir; for tho* 1 fay it— 

Fri. That fhou'd not fay it. 

Ser. She is a lovely?piece of temptation, Sir. 

Fri* What's o'clock, firrah ? 

Ser. By the moon's rifing^ I believe it may be about* 
about, a — paft ten. 
• Fri. Then, firrah, about pall — twelve— 

Ser. You'll have one of her blue filk ftockings ftrad* 
ling over the wall, Sir — 

AIR VI. At paft one o r c/od* and a told frofy 

morning. 

Friendly Jings. 
At paft twelve o'clock, and a fine fummer 'aborning? 
Whoi all in. the village fleep plea&ntly, 
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Cynthia's bright beams all nature adorning 
Shall guide my Twift fteps to my lovely (he. 

Then my fair Flora, fraught with kind wifhes, 
I'll fold in my arms, with amorous kifles, 
Which ferve as preludes to more folkl blifles — 
Soon as the vicar haa made us one. 
But where's the country fellow you promised mould carry . 
my anfwer to her letter ? 

«S>-. Who, Hob, Sir? Here he is; and if any fufpec"U 
hi« face for a pimp's, I have no fkill in the fcience* Sir. 

Enter Hob. 
Fri. Well, Hob, can' ft thou carry this letter to" Sir 
Thomas Tefty's houfe for me? 
Hob. Yes, Zir, yes. 

Fri. Do fo, and give it to Madam Flora ; but take 
care nobody fees you deliver it. 

Hob'. Yes, Zir — But muft I carry it to-night ?— 'Ti* 
main dark. 

Fri. You muft go immediately. 
Hob. I hope, Zir, there's no difference between you* 
aad Zir Tomas. 

Fri. Why doft hope fo ? 

Hob. Why truly, Zir, I do hear there be; and there- N 
fore I don't care to meddle or make between friends, for 
'tis but an unthankful office ; and you know Zir Tomas- 
is very crufty, and if he does but zufpeft that I ftiau'd. 
conzarn myzel, mayhap he may take the law of me; aad 
you knaw, Zir, that law is a vrightful thing. 

AIR VII. She got money by tb* bargain. 
The terrible law, when it fallens its paw 

On a poor man, it gripes ? till he's undone j: 
And what I am doing, may turn to my rum, 
"Tho' rich as the Lord Mayor of London. 
Therefore I'll be wary what meffage I carry* 

Unlcfs we firft make a zure bargain ; 
I will be 'demnify'd, throughly zatisfy'd, 
That ch'am (han't zuffer a varding. 

Fri. Pirn, the law fhall never trouble thee; I'll fecure 
thee from any harm. 

Hob. Very well, Zir, very well ; that ? s as much as I can 
defire ; but pray, don't take unkindly what I lay ; for 
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Hob. Going with it, Zir? I dan't know where ch'am 
going with it, not I- 

Ssr Tho. What do you here at this time o'night ? 

Hob. I can't tell what I do here, not I — I'll go home, 
2ir, if you pleafe — I wifh you a good night. 

Sir Tho. Hold, hold, a little, friend ; let me reward you 
firft for bringing it, however, 

Hob. Net a varthing, Zir; indeed, I muft not take one 
▼arthing, for Maifter Friendly charg'n me to th' con- 
trary ; therefore, pray, dan't offer it. 

Sir Tho. O, did he fo? But fomething I will give 

you, however: Pray take that, and that, urrab. 

[Beats him. 

Hob. © Lard! O Lard! what do ye ftrik'n tot? avore 
Gad,* I'll take the law of you, zee an I don't — what, do 
you go to murder me? 

Sir Tho. I'll law you, you rogue— are you their letter- 
carrier? there's more for you, urrah. 

Hob. Bear witnefs, bear witnefs, zee an you dan't pay 
for this. OLard! O Lard! 

Sir Tho. Here, firrahs, lay hold of him, till I examine 
the letter. Let's fee — " To Mrs flora" — right. 

" The propofal you mention, in cafe of extremity, will 
" certainly do; but it will be a much pleafanter piece of 
*« juflice to bite him for his barbarity. [4 fin of a whore, 
** he means me to be fire.'] The ladder, and all things 
w fhall be ready exactly at twelve to-night [0<w/J If 
" you have any thing farther of moment^ this fellow is 
" honeft, and will convey it fafe to your eternal lover* 

* c Tom. Friendly." 

Yes, yes, I find he is honeft, with a pox to him, and TIL 
reward him accordingly — Here, defire that honeft gen- 
tleman to walk down to the bottom of that well — And 
let him ftay there 'till 1 call for him. 

Hob. I coji't do it, as 1 hope to be zav.'d I cant ; pray 
vorbear, and don't murder an innocent man. 

[Falls on his knees. 

AIR IX. My father be left tne. a wealthy eftdU* 
Sings. I never 'till now was conzarn'd in ftrife; 

Have mercy, Sir Thomas, and fpare poor Hob's 

fifci, 
^ Andu 
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And give me my vreedom, a* I had bevore— 
I'll be a good boy, and I'll do zo no more. 

Indeed I won't 



Sir Tbo. In with him, I fay 



Hob. O Lard! Maifter Jonathan, I vorewarn you, dan't 
be conzarn'd in this: Conzider what you do. 

Sir Tbv. Oons! in with him. 

Hob. You are all principals, there are no 'complifhes 
in murder. Help! Murder! 

[They put kitn down, and exeunt* 

Scen£, A Chamber. 
Enter Flora. 

Flo. I heard a ftrange noife without ; I wifh things go 
&s they fhou'd — • My heart beats, as if Mr What-d'ye- 
* call 'em were in my arms/ — Well, this love's a terrible 
tiling — AVou'd the worft on't-wfire over, I'm afraid I 
ftndl never be able to go thro' with it. — I am fure here's 
an odd buftle about h. 

Enter Betty. 
How now! 

Bet. Undone! undoneJ Madam J Your uncle has inter- 
cepted Mr Friendly'8 letter in anfwer to your's, and all 
your defigri8 are difcovered ; he raves and tears like a 
madman, and in his paffion he has thrown the poor, fel- 
low that brought it irito the great well, and fwears if any 
body offers to help him out, without his order, he'll throw 
them in 'after him. 

' Flo. Well, if I am here alive, I thought it wou'd come 
ta nothing— It vexes the heart of me. 

Bet. But come, Madam, don't be wholly difcouraged ; 
for John tells me, 'tis a hundred to one but the fellow's 
dfown'd. 
* Flo Pfha! I wifh my. uncle was drown'd in his room. 

Bet. No, Madam ; but he'll be hang'd, and that's as 
wcuV 

FU. Do you really think fo? 

Bet. Paz. 

Flo. Then I'll marry in fpite of his teeth. 

Bet. .Right; when he's in one noofe, you may flip hit* 
t'other. 

Fh. Dear. Betty, ftep out and fee bow 'tig with the 
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follow, for I'm in a thoufand frights ; and if things art 
—you know how,— -afk when the affizes begin. 

[Exit Betty. 

AIR X. The iafs n»itb the nmt-brown hair. 
To forgive, hire* is great* 
But revenge for wrong's fweet, 

« So for once let refentracnt prevail. 
My guardian relation 
Is in a fituatiori * 

' Should move a foft breaft to bewail: 
But his fordid cruelty 
Has fo J>erverted me, 

• 1 can hear of his death without pain. 
When he's Twinging in hh fhoes, 
I'D fix my marnage-tnoofe* 

• And (with juflice) great Hymen (hall reigns 

[Exit? 
ScEfcE, The WelU &c. 
Enter Old Hob and bis Wife. 

0. Hob. Come, wife, never 'trouble thyzelf, a wull ge^ 
Xi rawging zometimes* and there's an end on't, a wiilS- 
come home again t warrant 'un. 

Wife. I think o' my confeience 'tis no great matterr 
whether he docs or no. — A bafe raugue, to be out of ther 
way at fuch a Tjufy time as thfck is. The zun has been: 
up this hour and quarter, and that graucelefs boy, I 
warrant, has not been a-bed yet. Prithee, hufband, fteg 
and zee a'n he be'nt zooting at the park&gate, «nd Fit- 
draw the water in the meau time. 

0. Hob. Do you then; ^ [Exit. 

JVife. This boy's the plague of my life, I think ■ » 
'twere more than time the gammon had" been boiled by 
now. And now the volk will come to the wake bevore 
he be cold — and then it waun't be vit to be eateq— — A 
jackanapes! when 1 bid 'en, and beg 'en, and prayed 'ea 
to ftay, and he wou'd go-^-And yet notwithstanding all 
1 have zaid, cou'd I lay eyes on him, I fhauM vorget hi* 
roguery, and vorgiv'n. 

AIR XI* The Logan water is fi deep. 
Sings. The fhephcrdefs with looks difmayed, 
JJeowf* htr fev'riu hmb h«s ftrayttj 

ft 
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In angry, fearch her time employs! 
But found — that paffion's loft in joys. 
So will it be with filly me, 
When next my truant-boy I feej 
My heart pleads ftrongly on his fide, 
And I fhall rather kifs than chide. 
lere have I been blaming the poor boy for not minding 
is bufinefs, and at the fome time negle& my own ; I 
tuft hafte to wind up the bucket, or I fhall have hufband 
ack bevore I've drawn a drop of water* 

[Goes to the <we// 9 andfings; Did you not hear, &c» 
-ud, lud, 'tis main heavy — Heyday — I believe old Nick's 
1 the bottom o' the bucket, for my part. [Hob cries out. ] 
)h, a ghoft ! a ghoft ! 

[Hob appears in the bucket; JI?e lets the rope go ', and 
- he Jinks again. 

Enter Old Hob. 
0. Hob. Heyday ! what's the matter, with a murrain 
ye? is the woman in her tantrums? 
Wife. A ghoft i a ghoft! — Hob's ghoft in the well~ 

l! ~ 

0. Hob. The woman's turn'd vool, I think let me 

e; if the devil be in the well, I'll vetch 'en out on't — 

rre's a rout indeed — Wauns! I think the devil be in the 

icket But now I have got 'en half way, I'll knaw 

hat zort of a devil 'tis ; and if he ben't a zivil one, I'll 

>uze 'en and zop 'en in the bottom agen. 

T.Hob. Ah! hau'dvaft, vather, 'tis I! 'tis 1! 

Wife. Ah! 'tis there agen. 

0. Hob. Haud your peace, I zay ; the devil can't get iii 

word for you, 1 think — Who's there? Hob? 

T. Hob. Ay, vor lov's zake pull away, vather. 

0. Hob. Prithee lend's thy hond, wife — Blefs my eyes! 

s Hob indeed — What in the name of wonder doil thou 

re, lad? 

T. Hob. Ah! dan't afk queftions now, vather— get 

e home — Zir Tomas has don't; but if there be law in 

I the king's kingdom, I'll capias 'en vor zartain ; I 

in't knaw but it may prove the death of me; I'll zue 

m next hizi-prizis, an't coft me vorty millings. I'll 

le him, come on't what willr-^-zee if I <loa't make him 

ly. vor't. 

Vol. IV. D d KY*. 
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A I R XII. To an Irijb tune. Trio. 
Wife, Oh ! my poor boy, 
fO. Hob. His looks are ftark wild. 

Wife. Cou'd Sir Tomas deftroy 
•0. Hob. , So hopeful a child? 

7f. Hob. I'll revenge if I con. 
Wife. Ah! talk fo no more. 

0. Hob. He's a great mon, 
. 0. Hob. and Wife. And we are but poor. 
2\ Hob. All you do zay can zignify nothing, 

I'll capias 'en vor't, let coft what it will. 
Wife. Go to bed, boy, whilft I get thee dry clothing. | 
0. Hob. Think thou art taught to return good for ill? ! 
T. Hob. I'll indid 'en i' th' crown, 

And bind o'er to the feffione, 
Tho'f I zeli my heifer and the auld mare, 
Udfblead I'd hang 'en or drown 'en. 
O. Hob. Forbear zuch exprefiions. 

Wife. Prithee vorgive, and be not zevere. 
7*. Hob. I'll ne*fi{ .vorgive, and will be zevere. 
Wife. Oh, poor ETbb! come along, child, and I'll get 
thee a little zugar-zops to comfort thy bowels. 

[Exeunt* 

A C T II. 

Scene, A Chamber. 

Enter Sir Thomas and Servant. 
Sir Thomas. 

JOHN, what's become of the fellow that fell into tk 
well laft night? has any body taken any care of him? 
Ser. No, Sir; your worfhip faid he (hauld lie there till 

your worflrip was pleafed to call fpr him 

Sir Tho. Oons, firrah, you have not drown'd the fel- 
low, have yott? 

Ser. Who, I drown him, Sir J nay, nay, hau'd yee, I 
am but a fervant, and 'twas you bad me; an any mifchief 
fhou'd come on't, 'tis you muft anfwer it — Fle(h! what 
have I to do with it ? • 

Sir Tho. You impudent rogue, wou'd you put your 
ftilkuies upon me? Did not I fee you collar him, did not 

^ yoi> 
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fen fey violent hands upon him, firrah, and am not I £ 
witnefs againft you ? 

Ser. Lard! Lard! at this^rate a man had as good be 
a galley-ilave as a fervant — If one don't do as one's bid,' 
one's head's broke; and if one does, one's to be hang'd 
for't — But come what will, the gallows will hold two* 
that's- the beft on't. 

Sir Tho. Jle fays true, faith — Well, well, keep you*'- 
own counfel, firrah, and I'll fee what I can do to fave 
you. 

Ser. Nay, nay, as for that, do you fee, do as you fee 
caufe — let it go thick way, or let it go thack way, 'tis 
all a cafe to me go which way it willy one good turn will 
require another. 

Sir Tho. Hold your peace, firrah — and begone 
{Exit Servant.] This furly dog is not to be frighted, I 
fee; I mufl (as is cuftomary with a man in power) pro-- 
te& this fellow in his roguery for my own fake. 

* A I R XIII. / have left the world as the world 
* found me. 

* Sir Thomai Jirtgs* 
i A rogue that is hired 

* To do what's required, 

* And ne'er ftiek at honour or confeience' 

* To compafs his ends, 

* Will deftroy his beft friends, 

* For a- villain's fure friendship is nonfenfe. 

* Yet ftill he may laugh, 

* Well affur'd he is fafe, 

* And defpife all attempts to accufe him;; 

* For his patron oft-times 

* Promoting his- crimes, 

* Muft (for felf preservation) excufe Jrim.*' 

Enter Servant with a letter • 
Ser. Sir, here's a* letter for you. 
Sir Tho. Who brought it? 
Ser. Mr Friendly V man, Sip. 
Sir Tho. Let's fee. [£«*» 

** Sir, Your niece informs me, that (he has made you 
" a propofal concerning our marriage, which I an> 

D d 2 «■ will* 
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" willing to ratify whenever you pleafe to do ra£ 
" the honour of a meeting. Youths. 

Humph ! that meeting may be to meet with my niece, 

for ought I know 1 muft have the particulars under 

his hand before I feem to underftand him : Therefore, 

that I don't underftand him, mall be my anfwer. In 

the mean time I'll put on a fmoother look to the girl, 
and (how her a little of the country-diverfion from the 
mount in the garden ; and if they are in earneft, that 
good-humour will work her to work him up to my price* 
—Bid the fellow flay 'till I write him an anfwer. 

lExiU 
Scene, The Wood and Garden-wall. ' 
Enter Old Hob and Wife. 

Wife. Come, husband, now the boy has got on his dry 
cloaths, let him be ftirring a bit- — Come, come, make 
Lafte, the town will be vull of volk bevore wc mall get 
vijted. 

0. Hob. Don't trouble thyzelf, wife 5 every thing with- 
in doors is ready, and there's nothing wanting but the 
zi^.\ to !;c pv.t vp; and Jook'yc, that mall be done pre- 
ient-. — Hob! Hohl 

T. Hob. TwitbinS\ What zay you, father? „ 

0. Hob. Tap the ale, quick, quick. 

T. Hob. Ay, ay, vather. 

0. Hob. There — now he that will drink good ale, let 
him come to the fign of the pot-lid — Come, wife, let's 
to our bufinefs within. [Exeunt* 

Enter Friendly, difguifed; Servant, and Country-people* 

Fri. If *his difguife does not conceal me 

Ser. You'll then be out of countenance to no purpofe t 
Sir — But, pray, Sir, what do you propofe by turning 
ballad- finger? 

Fri. I do propofe that Flora (hall know me by my 
voice, and that confequently her wits will foon be at work 
to come at me. 

Ser. Well, Sir, but of what ufe can I be ? for I can 
no more fing than I can faft. 

Fri. But you can help to draw other gaping fools about 
me. 

Ser. There's fome fenfe in that, indeed, Sir. , 

Enter 
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Enter Sir Thomas, Flora, and Betty, 

Sir. Tbo. Come, niece, if you muft fee the paftime* 
^©u may have as fair a profpect of it here as in the 
crowd. 

Flo. I like it very well here, Sir. 

Fri. Well, ho! this fame is intitled, An excellent new 
Ballad in praife of the Country- Wake. 

Sir Tho. Hark! we mall have a merry ballad. 

Flo. Bids my eyes! — is not that he, Betty? 

Bet. The very he, Madam — but hum. 

"AIR XIV. A Ballad. Rare doings at Bail.. 

Friendly Jings. 

I'll fing you a ditty, and warrant it true. 

Give but attention unto me a while, 
Of tranfa&ions at court, and in country too, 

Toilfome pleafures, and pleafing toil. 
Accept it (I pray) as your help- mates you -take ; 
To fome 'twill give joy, 
And fome others annoy; 
All's fair at a country-wake. All's fair, &c. 
•* At courts we fee patriots noble and juft, 

" Fit for employments of honour and pow'r; 
•« But then there are fycophants, unfit for truft, 

" Blend with the great, and in number are morej; 
•* Slaves, who would honour and honefly flake, 
** With fordid intention, 
** To get place or penfion : 
* Strange news at a country- wake. Strange news, &e^ 
Some ladies at court are ftyled impolite, 

Becaufe truly virtuous, and prone to no ill; 
Whilft others who fparkle in diamonds bright, 

Are ftript of their pride at baffei or quadrille^ 
Till their loflcs at play do their lord's credit (hake; 
Then, their toys to recover, 
They'll grant the laft favour: 
Strange new3 at a country- wake. Strange news, &c; 
Here mod of our gentlemen patriots are, 

Tho' very bad ftatefmen, I freely con fefs; 
They defi^n harm to none — but a fox or a hare, 
' And are always found loyal in war and in peace. 

])dj Tns 
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The farmer's induftry docs earth fertile make; 
The hufbandman's ploughing, 
His planting and fowing, 
Gets health and good cheer at a country-wake. Gets, &«» 
Our girls blooming fair, without wafh.es or paints, 

From neighbouring villages hither refort 
They kifs fweet as rofes, yet virtuous as faints, 
(Who can fay more for the ladies at court?) 
No worldly cares vex 'em, afletp or awakej 
But their time they improve 
In peace and true. love, 
And innocent mirth, at the country-wake- And, &c. 
The fchemes of a courtier are full of intrigue; 

Here's all fair and open, dark deeds we defpife: 
Set rural contentment 'gainil courtly fatigue, 
Who choofes the former is happy and wife. 
Now let's pray for the king, and, for England's fake, 
From all faction free, 
May his fubjedls agree 
As well at the court as the country-wake. As well, &c. 
Do you think (he knew me ? 

Ser. Knew you, Sir! why, T bought one of your bal- 
lads for her, and fhe tipt the wink upon me, with as much 
as to fay, Deiire him not to go till he heats from me. — 
Suppofe, Sir, you took a cup of nappy here, to pafs away 
the time a little. 

FrL Call for what you have a mind to. 

Ser. Here, houfe ! [Enter Hob. 

Hob, Ch'am coming, ch'am coming. Your zarvarit, 
^tfaiftcr Friendly, I'm glad to zee you, you're welcome 
to the vair.* 

FrL I thank you, honed Hob. 
Hob. 1 fhau'd knaw that gentlemon— Maifter 'Richard, 
I think? 

iSar. Ay, Hob; how do' ft do? 

Hob. O Laird, Maifter, haw d'ye do ? Come, pray, zit 
down. — Maifter Friendly — Come, pray ftay> and drink 
one pot avore you go. 

FrL Sit clown, or this fellow's impertinence will make 

us obferv'd. What do'ft thou do with an apron on, Hob? 

Hob. Adod, 1 pu'nt on but juft now; vather will do 

as neighbours do, and every one i' th' town almoii zells 

ate 
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ale on vair-day — but now we zell feveral other zorts of 
liquors, and wine too, an occafion be. 

Fri. Wine! 

Hob. Ay, all zort9 of wine. 

Fri. Say 'ft thou fo? Bring us fome claret then. 

Hob. Claret, Zir! We have no claret; we mun not zell 
claret, 'tis againft th' law.- — Now you may ha* fome a' 
your port, your red port now, or your white port, or 
fuch zort of fluff. 

Fri. Such fluff as thou haft then, prithee bring us. 

Hob. Yes, Zir — Ch'am coming— Now in my mind, Ziry 
what do you think of a little zack ; a little zack now, 
and zome o' your zugar in't, is main good. 

Fri. Prithee, bring what thou lik'it beft thyfelf ; for 
I'm fure 'twill pleafe no palate but thy own. 

[JSxi/Hob. 

Ser. Sir, with humble fubmiffion, I don't yet difcover 
any great hopes from this fame projedt of your's. Pray, 
Sir, how do you propofe to come at the lady? 

Fri. While the garden door's fhut, and that old dra- 
gon is fo watchful of the fruit, there are but little hopes 
indeed. However, I won't quit the place; fortune may 
yet do fomething unexpectedly to befriend me. 
Enter Hob, with pots, tobacco, bread, cheefe, and fugan 

Hob. Ch'am coming, ch'am coming. — Here, Zir. — 

Fri. Where's the fack, Hob ? 

Hob. Zack, Zir ! Odd I dan't knaw, I thought you 
zaid you had rather have ale. — Ale is iudeed much whole - 
fomer for your Englifh ftomachs.— For my part, I'd ra- 
ther have ale now. Maifter Richard, bite a bit avore you 
drink ; come, and in the mean time I'll put a little zugar 
in the ale, and make it as good as I con for you. Come, 
Zir, againft you're difpos'd. 

Fri. Thank you, Hob This fellow's kindnefs will 

poifon me. [Ajide. 

Ser. Not at this rate of tailing, Sir ; for he has not 
left a drop at the bottom. 

Hob. Adod, 'tis main good, Zir.-^— Will you have t'other 
pot, Zir? 

Fri." No; prithee drink this too, and then fetch us a 
couple. 

Hob* Yes, Zir, I will.— Ch'am coming. [Exit Hob. 



/ 
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Sir Tbo. Come, my merry countrymea, jevery man take 
M lafs, a,nd give us a dance or two, and then we'll have 
ihe cudgels out. 

Count. Yes, a'nt like your worfhip,. we axe all ready* 
Come, Scratch, fir ike up, [Dance. 

Enter Hob. 
fjoh. Ay, marry Zir; well done,. Ralph I zet to uri, 
Joan! zet to un— — 
IVifi. [within.] Hob! Hob! 
Hub. Ch'am coming, ch'am coming — Tol, lol — In,. 

Mary Sides all now Sides all ■ ■■ 

Fri. Hob! Hob! 

Hob. Ch'am coming, ch'am coming, Maifler. Tol, 
lol. 

O.Hob. [within.] Hob! Hob! 
Hob, Ch'am coming, ch'am coming — What a plague 
ails vather, trow? An old vool! Udfblead, he makes 

more a noife — Set to now, William Ah, rarely done! 

Jn, Mary; ah, dainty Mary! Turn her about, John— 
now, now! a murrain ! — You're quite out. — Look, Ralph 
mould ha' caft off; and while John had turn'd Mary 
about, Tomas fhou'd ha' led up Nan, and Joan m«t 
Ralph at bottom agen ; mean-while, John fhou'd have 
fided with Mary, and then Mary fhou'd back to back 
with Ralph, and then Tomas had come in again in his 

own place ; and fo all had been right Gome, begin 

again. — Strike up, Scratch. Tol, lol. 

O.Hob. \jwithh:.'] Hob! Hob! Where be ye? 
Hob. Ch'am coming, ch'am comings What a devil, 
Can't you be quiet a bit ? — Tol, lol. 

Enter Old Hob. 
0+ Hob. Heyday! heyday! This is rare fport. Udf- 
blead, I'll ftrap you, you bafe rawg ye Muft you be 

dauncing here, and your mother and I at work? 

[Strikes bint. 
Hob. Heyday, what's the matter now? What, muft I 
be beat all days o' my life ? 

0. Hob. You gracelefs rawg, mind your bufmefs then, 

do ; yonder's your poor mother within, a fcawring anct 

fcawri ng 'till fhe fweats again, and nobody to draw one 

drop of beer. 

Hob* I don't care a varthmg-— — I won't draw a drop. 

tttore* 
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more, if you go to that; do your worft, and take your 
courfe. 

0. Hob, Sirrah, come in, and dan't Hand dauncing here, 
xlan't ye. 

Hob, I won't go in, zo I "won't ; if that trouble ye, L 
^fiW dan nee, and daunce agen. Tol, lol, lol 

AIR XV. 
O.Hob. Sure never was feen fuch a rebel, 
Thou worft of undutiful boys ; 
Thy tongue, like the builders of Babel, 

Confufes the ear with its noife. 
Remember thy dreary figure, 

When out of the well thou waft brought; 
Thy mother and I toil'cl with vigour 

To fave thee — And now thou'rt worth nought. 

Ah! thou'rt an untoward boy as e'er was born. Marcy 

forgive me for begetting thee. [Exit O. Hob. 

Hob. Marry come up, what's here to do, I trow? 

Count ry-p. Here's the cudgels, an't like you ; will your 

worfhip pleafe to have us begin ? 

- Sir Tho* Ay, ay, by all means ; make hafte, Roger, and 
bring forth the hat and favour. 
Rog, Here- 'tis, an't pleafe you. 
Sir Tko. Hang it up there ; and he that wins it, let 
him wear it — The "firft Somerfetfhire man that breaks a 
head, here's half-a- crown for him to drink; and he that 
breaks that rogue Hob's head, fhall have another. 
Hob. Shall he? 

AIR XVI. Go vind the vicar of Taunton Dsan. 
Go vind the vicar of our town, 

And he'll hauld ye an angel o' my head; 
And I'll bet you another, and ftake it down, 

That I break both his and thy head . 

Few bouts will fet thefe matters right; 

For my cudgel, an't prove a good one, 

Shau'd make no diftinA ion 'twi xt yeoman and knight, 

Sing heydon, dooden, cudden, &c. 

Look ye, he that breaks my head fhall ha' zomewhat to. 

do, I'll tell you that. — Let'n be who he wull, he fhall 

earn his money; ecod I'll rib'n; and look ye, to begin, 

here 'I'll take up the cudgel and now let the belt 

man here take up t'other a'n he dare— If he be a Zo- 



321 FLORA: or, 

mcrzetfliirc man, let'n be a Zomerzetftrire man.- 



fight for Gloucellerfhire, I don't care who knaws it. 

Sir Tho. At him, at him there ! What ! is there nobody 
dare venture upon him ? Neighbour Puzzlepate r take x\f 
.t'other cudgel. 

Puz. Not I, an't pleafe you ; I have enough of 'ca 
already, he broke my head but laft week. 

Sir Tho. Roger — Sirrah, do you take up t'other cud- 
gel, and thrafh him, d'ye hear, thrafh him foundlr, 
iirrah. 

Reg. I can't promife that, Sir \ I'll do my beft: I'll 
break his head if I can, in love; and if he breaks mine, 
much good may do him. 

Fri. So, if Hob does but get the better of the com- 
bat, the tefty knight will certainly be provok'd to come 
down, and then we fhall have fport — Dick, help to en- 
courage hinu 

Ser. Well faid, Hob! O brave Hob! now for Glou- 
cefterfhire, Hob! 

Hob. I warrant ye, Maiffcer; let me alone* 

Fri. Here, Hob, there's an angel for thee; and if 
thou brcak'ft his head, I'll give thee another. 

Hob. Don't ye vear, Maiiter; ecod I'll 'noint 'en. 

Rig. Do, if thou can 'ft I don't fear thee, Hob. 

Hob. 'Sblead, I'll drefs thy jacket, I'll dowfe thy Zo- 
gierzetfhire coat for thee. 

Rog. Will you? 

AIR XVII. In Taunton Dean. 
In Taunton -Dean I was born and bred, 
And 'tis knawn I don't value a broken head; 
Nor fhou'd 1 fear Hob, were he flout in his wrath* 
As Hercules or Gqulding. of Batlu 
Fal, lal, &c. 
Come on. 

Ser. Q brave Hob \ 

All O brave Roger ! Huzza X 

£ Hob breaks bis head, takes down the bat and favour^ 
puts it on, and Jlruts about. 
Hob* Ecod 1 have don't, I have don't, efaith. 

[A I R XVIII. Now comes on the glorious yean ; 
Now, brave boys, the fight is done,. 

And 
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-And I the prize hare fairly won ; 
Fur I knew I cou'd beat'n four to one, 
And thai he'll fore remember. 
Fal, laly &c. 
Sir Tho. Foul, foul, foul. 
Hob. Fair, fair, fair. 
Sir Tho. You lie, you dog, 'twas foul. 
All. Huzza. 

Fri. Stand upon your guard, Hob, the knight's co- 
ming down. 

*Hob. Is he? Let'n come, and welcome; here I'll (land* 
1*11 take no other than St George's guard. . If he let's 
drive at me, vorc gad, I'll hit'n o'er the fconce, an he 
were a knight of gold. 

Sir Tho. Where are thefe bumkins ? Now, who fays 
'tis fair? I fay 'tis foul* 
Hob* I fay 'tis fair. 

£Sir Thomas endeavouring to come at Hob, is held by 
the countrypeoph* 

AIR XIX. Come, found up your trumpets* 
Pray let'n come, neighbours, for I ben't afeard: 
Doft think I'll be fcar'd, like a child at a rod? 
I'll keep my ground bravely, and St George's guard. 
Take care then, ZirTomas, I'll 'noint'ye, ecod. 
With a fal, lal, &c. 
\They let him go, Hob breaks his head ; he draws 
his fword. Hob and Countrymen run a*uJay; Sir 5 
Thomas purfues* 
Fri. to Flo. Now, now, dear creature, if ever you would 
redeem yourfelf or me from eternal bondage, be kind, 
and fly into the arms of liberty. 

Flo. What wou'd you have me dof 

AIR XX. Comet open the door, Jhveet Betty* 
O fly from this place, dear Flora, 

Thy jailor has left thee free ; 
And before the next blufh of Aurora, 
You'll find a guardian in me. 
Flo. Fain would I exchange for the better; 

Confinement can have no charms. 
Fru Think which of your prifons is fweetcr: 
This, or a ycjung lover's arms. 
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Madam, your uncle has left the the garden-door opefi J 

there's no mortal now to oppofe your flight Scout* 

. Scout, you dog, and fee that the enemy don't rally 

Upon us. 

Ser. Ay, ay, Sir. [Exit Servant. 

Flo. Ah, but confider, if my uncle, fliould furprife 
me! 

Bet. Confider, the door's open, Madam. 

Fri. Not hi ng but delay can ruin us. 

Flo. O dear, I'm in a thoufand frights! 

Bet. This is downright provoking ! Sir, fince you fee 
there's no hopes of my lady, if you can fettle the leaft 
tip of your heart upon her humble fervant, I'll be ovef 
the wall in a twinkling. 

Flo. Hold, hold; rather than you mould break your 
neck, I will venture — Well, here I am, I tremble every 
joint of me; now whither will you carry me? 

[They come down. 

Fri. To a doctor that (hall cure thee of all fears for 
ever — To the parfon, the parfon, ray dear angel. 

[Exeunt. 

* Flo. O Lurd! but if he fliould not be at home now! 

* Bet. What fliould we do for fomething to be afraid 
'of? 

'AIR XXI. Ranting* roaring Billy. 

* Thus maidens bely their defires, 

* Yet languifh for what they refufe \ 

* And tho' their breafts glow with love's fires* 

< Seem cold to the joys they would choofe. 
4 The tongue and the heart are two factions 

* We fcarce reconcile till made brides; " 
' Like ftatefmen* our fpeeches: and actions 

* Have commonly contrary fides. [Exeunt J 

Enter Sir Thomas. 
Sir Tho. There, you ruftic rogmes, you hard-headed 
dogs, I think I've at laft met with your ikulls 1 be- 
lieve I have notched fome of your noddles for you. 
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Enter Friendly 's Servant. 
Ser. So, here he is, and I muft bam him till the bufi* 
s 18 over. 

UrTbo. Thieves! Thieves! 
Ser. Pray, Sir, what's the matter? 
Sir Tbo. Oons, Sir, let me go, or 111 run my fword 
3 your guts. 

Str. Sir, I'm afraid your brain's fomething out of or- 
; and therefore 'twill be a friendly part in me to take 
e of you. 

Sir Tbo. Blood and thunder! you dog, get out of my 
y, or Pil- 
fer. Nay, then— \Prefcnting a pifioh 

'AIR XXII. Stand, <wbo coma there? 
' Stand; have a care. 
' Stand; have a care* 
« One ftep to move, 
« Will fetal prove ; 

* For I know who you are.* 

me, Sir, make your thruft 



Sir Tbo. What the devil are you, Sir? 
Ser. A phUofopher ; and this fmall pop is my argu- 
nt. 

Sir Tbo. Oons, Sir, I believe you're a highwayman, 
i your pop there is your livelihood. 
Ser. Sir, you may be as fcurrilous as you pleafe, pro- 
led you don't pafs this way. 

Sir Tbo. 'Sdeath, Sir, what bufinefs have you to hin* 
r me? 

Ser. Sir, I have no bufinefs at prefent but to hinder 
m 

Sir Tbo. But pray, Sir, how comes it to be your bu- 
e&? 

Ser. Becaufe, Sir, 'tis my bufinefs to do my mafter's 
finefs; and I have fome modeft reafon to believe, that 
and the parfon are now doing your niece's bufinefs. • 
Sir Tbo. The devil ! Murder ! Where are they, vil- 
n? 
Ser* Pray, Sir, compofe yourfelf, for they arc here* 

Enter Friendly, Flora, and Betty. 
Fri. Your fahffing, Sir? 
* Voj* IV- £ e S«r* 
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Sen Does not that (how a fweet temper in him now, 
ito aflc it of you, that are but his bare uncle? 

Sir Tbo. I am flruck all of a heap, and dumb. 

Sen Come, Sir, don't be as obftinate as an old cove- 
<tous father at the end of a comedy; coniider, the main 
^j&ion's over, you had as good be reconcil'd. 

Sir Tbo. Oons, Sir, I can't be reconcil'd. 

{Exit Sir Tho. 

Str. Go thy ways, like a croft-grain 'd old fool. 

Fri. Let him peril ft in his obftinacy, it can be no bar 
to our happiaefs. You look melancholy, my love. 

Flo. € I think I've reafon — You promis'd to carry as 

• to a do&or that (hould cure me of my fears* But, on 
4 the contrary, I find that the malady increafes $ and in 
4 nothing more than the dread of your inconftancy.' I 
have for ever loft my uncle's favour, and have now no 
friend but you-— ShouVi you hereafter eft range your 
heart from me, I am wretched indeed— * Reflection what 

* 1've.faid, excufc my fufpicions, and remember there is 
4 no return of feafons in love. 

f A I R XXIII. 9 T*was on a funjhine fummer 9 * day* 
f Flo. Sweet is the budding fpring of love— 
4 Next, blooming hopes all fears remove ; 
* And when poflefs'd of beauty's charms, 
< Fruition, like the fummer, warms. 
4 But pleafures, oft repeated, cloy ; 
4 T© autumn wanes the fleeting joy; 
* Declining till defires are loft 
4 Succeeded by eternal froft. Succeeded, $cc* 

Frh Banifh thofe fears, and be allured they are ground- 
lefs Dick 

Eer. Sir. 

Fru kun, and call our country-neighbours back agais 
to their divcrfions, in which they were interrupted by 
Sir Thomas ; tell them they mall be merry with me to* 
day, to make them amends for being frighted. {Exit 
Dick.] 'Twas a happy interruption, for it ga*e us an 
opportunity to be for ever fix'd in love. — Look merry, 
my dear. 

Flo. My concern vaniihes, now I've difclofcd my fears, 
and chcerfulnefs will foon refiimc i$? thjtat. 

. ErU 
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Fri. You (hall never have caufe to mention thofe fears 
again— *- 

Flo. It is eafy to talk thus now; but the difficulty will 
be to fpeak thefe fentiments, with truth, a Tear hence. 
However, as I have run all hazards for you, nonoor will . 
oblige you to conceal your inconftancy from me— (hou'd- 
you be guilty of it. 

AIR XXIV. RcJHiufe. Duetto. 
Flo*. Let me not difcover 

In thee a fakhlefs lover.. 
Fri. I'll never prove a rover; 

But true as a turtle to thee, my dea»> 
Flo* Love prompts me to believe thee; 

Do not then deceive me. 
Fri. My conduct ne'er {hall grieve thee, 

Let this fuffice ; my heart's fincere* > 
/%._— -Let our lives be fpent— 
- Fri* * * m In merriment ; r 
jFfe.~_.With the fweet cement— 
JFV/\— — Of foft contents ; 

Flo. May our joys augment-*—- 
Fri. . May no <fire event i 
Both. ■ Difturb our mutual pleafure/- 

FnttrDick, Hob, and Countryfolks. 

Hob. Is Zir Tomas-gone?? 

Fri. Ay, Hob; come in; what art afraid of? 

Hob. 'Sblead, I was woundily afraid of 's zword; had* 
he kept to flick, . I'd thrafh 'en to mummy. 

Fri. I'm forryy neighbours, •. Sir Thomas's paifionate 
folly difturb'd yourrfports one way; I'll endeavour to 
make you all fatisfa&ion ; this is my wedding-day, and 
Gonfequently a day of jubilee. 

Coun. We wifh you joy, Maifter Friendly and Mi- 
ftrefs^ 

Hob. I wifh ye joy too. But when I was zopp'd i' tli? 
well, I little thought I fhould live to'tell you zo. 

Fri. Hob, thou (halt laugh at thy danger — now 'ti* 
over. ■ Come, we'll « have a fong and dance, and*' 

hafte to my dwelling, and finifh the day with mirth and 
hearty cheer: The night I'll dedicate to love and thee. 

rr« Re**, 

E e z. KV6* 
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AIR XXV. Friendly. 
Succefs this day has gain'd me poffeffion 
Of what I love much dearer than life: 
The coming night (hall give me fruition 

Of all I can with in a lovely wife. 
To enjoy the fweets the country affords, 
Who would not forego the fervile flatt'ry of courts; 
To hunt, fifh, and fowl, 
And tafte the full bowl, 
There is nothing fo healthful as rural fports. 

C H O R U & 
Mow from envy free, — All friends loyally 
Supplicate with me, Our guardian divinity, 

To blefs the king and queen, and royal progeny* 
Send us peace, trade's increafe, health and prosperity* 
MayCupid , idart8ftrikefure--Butbethecaufcthecurc; 
In virtuous deeds dcHght— — Happy all unite 

In friendfoip and lott. 
[A dancc> mndcuwt* 
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Dramatis Persona. 

MEN. 

Mr Partlet, t country-gentleman, father? Mf rj^ ouU 

to Harriet, ... .J 

Lrvrwell, an officer in the trmy, in love? -. Clarke 

with Harriet,- J 

Steer, a gentleman grazier, in- love with?.'.- Qibbs. 

Randal, Part let* * gardener, - Mr Shuter. 

Xuin, a lawyer, , - - - MrPeay.,. 

WOMEV. 

Mrs Partlet r wife, to Ptftf/rt, . - Mrs Ward/ 

Jlf#i Harriet % - • Mifs Mowarv. 

Jr//jr, their fervant, « - • Mr* Green.- 

ScENii PatttaYGonfoi, at bhcotmtrj-boufei . 






ACT E, 

Scene, PartlcA Garden. . 

j%/*r Randal* wxV, a Spade i**his hand. . 

Randal. , 

A Plague* .and. a double plague^upon all pmerfc'? 
mifkrefles, fay J I May the Black blight take her I • 
—By the lord Harry, a poor man had better live in hell 1 
than* in zervice % there 4io is quit for one .sort o£ vexa- 
tion, here ch'avejt thousand. , 

Enter PartleU 
Part. Hey,^! What, talking tci%fdf r Jlaadal?? 
$0*1) what art thou pofifc&'d, man I 

£ut ^ $s»fcf 
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Rand. Truly ch'am, Meifter ; and with one of the 
510ft mifchievous zort of fpirits too* 
' Part. Which tsthat, ppythce ^ 

Rand. Nay, a vcmale one. By the welkin, a thou- 
fend moles do not make fo amch wafte in a garden as 
•ne woman. 

Part. Why, who is it that has been plaguing thee? 

Rand. Who ? (he who plagues every body, and herfelf 
too* Can any body bear to have a tulip taken vor an 
onion f 

Part. So my wife has been with you, I find. Good' 
Randal, you mud have patience with her. 

Rand. Patience ! Why r (he order'd me yefterday to i 
graft a peach upon a cabbage- ftalk, and faid 'twas the 
Italian method. Shortly (he'll expect colly-vlowers vretn 
turnip-zecd r and parfly to produce (Strawberries. I mar- 
vel (he does -not order nectarines to be zown in hot •beds,, 
that they may grow as big as melons* 

Part* 'Ti* her way; but you muft bear with her hu- 
mour. 

Rand. Oons> Zir, who can bear with zuch contra* 
dictions ? 

Part. Contradiction is. natural to her, Randal; (he 
contradicts me, and all of us. 

Rand. Marry, it may be natural to contradict you, 
becaufe you are her hufband ; but zure, Zir, it cannot 
^be natural to contradict nature. 

Part. It was merely in contradiction to her friends, 
that, about twenty years* ago,. I- gotpoflefiion of her 
hand ; and then, ia contradiction to me, (he the fame 
night deny'd me that of her perfon. 

Rand. Blefs us! you did prevail though? 

Part. Ay, by contradiction) oi»I mwft elfe have gone- 
without her. I pretended, on a fudden, a moft violent an- 
tipathy, and made a (ham vow never to touch her while 
I breath'd ; (he underftood this* and in pure fptte came 
to bed to me. 

Rand. Laud, what a (pint (he has! ■ A nd yet, 
Meifter, if you were to exert the hulband a little— 

Part. Why, Randal, I love my wife : her only fa- 
tisfaction is to do every thing directly contrary to mine, 

and 
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and I indulge her in her humour for peace fake ; other- 
wife the is both prudent and virtuous. 

Rand. In troth, Zir, you arc zafe enough, upon that 
score. She is too much a wafp vor the vHcs to- follow 
her. 

Part* Well, well, no more of this. I came hither* 
Randal, to confuh thee upon a very weighty affair. I 
hare of late approv'd thy judgment in feveral particu- 
lars, and intend to make thee my confident. 

Rand. Why, Meifler, all my knowledge does not 
confift in planting cabbages. Che had all my catechifm 
by heart before che. was zixteen. And but that my 
uncle the parfon, one Lent, took zurfeit and dy'd, he 
bad promis'd to make me a great fcholard. 

Part. Why, thou may'ft be one yet. Thou wilt not - 
be the firft philofopher that has, come out of a garden. 

Rand. True, Meifler ! but what is your weighty affair 
with me ? 

Part. Whjs it is concerning my daughter. I think 
fee is now turn'd of eighteen. 

Rand. Ay, and a zweet pofey (he is vor the beft gen* 
lie man in the land to wear next his heart. 

Part. The girl is paflable enough. She is my only 
child, . and I have a mind to fee her well married* 

Rand. It is an holy purpofe; anc * cne < ^ arc za T> Mitt* 
Harriet will join in it- 

Part. The poor thing is all obedience. The only dif- '-. 
flouky will be. in gaining my wife's confent. 

Rank You are right there,., vaith, Meifler: Vor if' 
Madam take it in her head that you are for planting . 
your daughter in the bed. of matrimony, (be will be fb*. 
flocking her up, and letting her die in virginity. 

Part. That's my fear* You have heard, perhaps, thate 
I have had a propofal from two parties. The one is tf 
gentleman of the army* e*cry way worthy? of her, I con* 
left, but whofe fortune is in expectancy 5 the other i+ 
our neighbour Steer the grazier, not quite fo young 
indeed, nor fo well bred as the other, but exceeding 
wealthy. 

Rand. In troth, Meifler, ray choice fhoulcT go along 
with the acres : my young Miffrefe k not worth a vijf 
w along march, 
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. Part* Why, that is my choice too. The firft caa 
fettle no land but what lies, in the field of honour ; 'tis 
an eftate o£a precarious tenure. 

Rand. Ay, believe me, a vieldof clover is worth. a 
hundred of it— > — But who is that turning out of the 
Wlbert walk? 

Part. Zooks, 'tis my wife! ■ PUftep into yon 

arbour ; and, d'you hear, Randal, make up your quar- 
rel with her on any terms 4 for I have great need of 
thee at this time. 

Randal. Ch'il do my beft endeavour. 

[Grates bis f pad*, andjings* 

A gard'her is a noble trade ; 
No arms fo ancient as the fpade : 
Tho' kings with titles make a ftir,, 
Their grandfire was a gardener*. 

Enter Mrs Partlet. 
.' Mrs Part. Ceafe this merriment, pray. Left noife 
and more work would fpeak you a better fervant. Was 
not that my hufband you were talking to juft now ? 

Rand. Ves, Madam. Che. was aflung my Meifter'a 
few queftions. / 

Mrs Part, Questions \ What bus'nefs have you to afk 
Sjueftions, or he to anfwer them? I thought I had told 
you it was from me only you were to take direction s» 
Sut you are a very, a very hypocrite. Sirrah I What, 
you nave been .wheedling and. colloguing with him, have 
you ? ' Ypu have taken, him lor your protector ! But you 
(hall 'find both your miftakes. OutvOl my doors ypu (halt 
go, the moment your time's up. 

Rand. 1 bezeech you, Madam. » ■ ■■ - 

Mrs Part. Yes, yes, you lay your wife head* together to 
thwart and contradict .me : You are his advifayiiisjcottn*- 
{ellor, forfooth. He faid the other, day that, his gar- 
dener had good notions. A fine age> truly, when rucb 
fellows as you fhaU pretend to have notions I 

Rand. Che only beg, Madam— — 

Mrs Part. Your begging will be in vain 4 for I am, 
sefolv'd you wall go. Nay, I know not what hinders me. 
from turning ypu away this very infbat. 

4IINI J j • 
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Rand. Why, that's my requeft to you, Madam, if 
.you wou'd but hear a body. 

Mrs Part* And what is your requeft, I pray i 

Rand, That you wou'd be pleafed to discharge me 
this in flank My Lady Evergreen wants a gard'ner, and 
has fent this morning to hire me ; and Meiftcr has given 
his confent to let me go. 

Mrs Part. Your Meifter has given his confent to let 
you go? Fine doings, truly! And fo I am to be left 
without a gardener ! Was ever patience fo abus'd ! But 
you mail none of you have your wills. I lay you (hall 
not go this week : nay, perhaps you (hall not go at all, 
fince you are fo hafty. 

Rand. Madam, my Lady Evergreen will give me 
vorty (hillings a-year more. 

Mrs Part. Well, and are not my forty millings a* 
year as good as my Lady Evergreen's i 

Rand. Yes, Madam: but then your temper, an*t 
pleafe you— 

Mrs Part. Blef* me! I am a terrible bugbear! Every 
body harping upon my temper ; when, I vow to heaven* 
there is not fo mild or fo reafonable a pcrfon in the 
whole country. 

Rand. But what every body zays, Madam 

Mrs Part. Every body is a liar, and none but fools 
believe every body. But no more ; you (hall flay at ksft 
till my daughter's marriage is over. 

Rand. And is Mifs Harriet to be married soflft i 

Mrs Part. What's that to you i May be, ay ; m*f 
be, no ; juft as 1 (hall think proper. Pray, what it your 
judgment upon the matter ? 

Rand. My judgment, you know, Madam, you never 
regarded. If che zet any thing in the zun, you always 
. move it into the zhade. 

Mrs Part, Come, come, your opinion and my huf- 
. band's, I fuppofe, are the feme. Which of the two par- 
ties has his voice ? 

Rand. Madam, there wants a new handle to the 
fcythe. 

Mrs Part. Anfwer me, I fay, to my que ft ion. 

Rand* Ods my life, how forgetful 1 am ! you or4er'd 

the 
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the upper grownd to be fawn with parfnips; ch'ilgo and 
prepare it this fnftant. £.£*& 

Mrs Part. This is a fecret and a fubtle knave ! My 
hufband has certainly made his choice, and, if poffible, 
I muft difcover which way he is inclined. My daughter 
too, I fuppofe, has fettled her foolifh affection. Bat I'D 
baulk 'em both, or I'm not Mrs Partlet. 

Enter Harriet and Betty. 
Oh, are you come, daughter?— Walk off, minx. We 
don't want your company. [Exit Betty. 

Har. Pray, Madam, what is your pleafure with me 
this morning ? 

Mrs Part. When you have done your prating, daugh* 
ter, I'll tell you. 

Har. I wait your commands, Madam. 
• Mrs Part. Why, 1 muft tell yeo then, that I am 
much deceiv'd in you: I took you to be of a meek, 
plain •meaning temper, like my own : but I find you 
to be a fly diffcmbling, huffy; your father's fpirit ex- 
taiy! 

Har. Pray, Madam, let me know in what I have ot 
leaded. 

Mrs Part. Nay, 'tis my fault; I am only too good 
and too indulgent, that's all: But I'll put it to you for 
the laft time* Be finccre with me, once in your life, 
mad tell me, whether you have a mind to be married or 
not? 

Har. I have already told you, Madam, that whilft 
my parents are living, I ought to have no will of my 
own. 

Mrs Part. But you muft own you have one, notwith- 
standing. Lookye, my dear, all that I feck is your fa- 
tisfa&ion ; therefore open your whole heart to me with- 
out referve Do you think that matrimony can make 

a young woman happy ? 

Har. There are fome women, Madam, who think it 
the happicfl of ftates; as, indeed, there are others who 
find it the moil miferable, 

Mrs Part. Oh I then you utterly difclaim marriage ? 

Har. I don't fay fo neither, Madam. 

Mrs Part. What do you fay then? Pry'thce explain^ 

your?- 
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yourfelf. You muft look upon it as a good or a bid 
cKiog; either to be coveted or avoided. 

Man Madam, I neither wifh it nor fear it; *tia a 
fuhjed I have thought but very fh'ghtly on. The argm* 
merits for and againft feem t9 be pretty near equal $ fil 
that I am as yet wholly indifferent. 

Mrs Part.- 'Tis that indifference diftra&a me, hufiy* 
You have too much fenfe to continue in fo foolifh a 
ftate. 

Man I prefume, Madam, it is the ftate a daughter 
ought to continue in, that /he may fubrait the mors 
cheerfully to a mother's determination. 

Mrs Part. Suppofe I was to determine you a huf. 
band ? 

Bar. In fuch a cafe, the reafons for marriage would 
appear to me the ftrongeft. 

Mrs Part. Whyfo, pray? « 

Mar. Becaufe my duty to you wou'd oblige me to 
forget tho& which are againft it* 

Mrs Part. What if I were to determine you ta i©» 
main fmglei 

\Mmr. Then, Madam, the reafons againft marriage 
onhr fhou'd be liearken'd to. 

Mrs Partr What fhifts and evaiions are here! Blefa 
me! I ihalllofe all my patience! Shall it be faidthea 
that I am unable to penetrate your true inclination ? 

Mar. My inclination. Madam, is to be directed 
-wholly by your**, 

Mrs Part. Was there aver fuch obftinacy ! perpetual* 
4y contradicting me ! 

Har. Can a blind fubmiffion to your will be termed 
contradi&ion h 

Mrs Part. Yes, yes, it is, it is! For I wou'd have 
you have a will of your own, and you are jpleae'd not to 
have one. 

Mar. But, Madam » ■ 

Mrs Part. Oh, I can bear it no longer! Hold your 
tongue, do. — Here again it will be faid that I am in the 
wrong, I warrant. But 'tis your's that may be truly 
calPd a fpirit of contradiction. I am not able to live un- 
der the feme roof with you. Such aflut as you is a aer- 

, fcft 
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§c& peftilence in a family. Ill get rid of you, I am re- 
folf'd. Yes, Mils, III marry you this very day. There 
are two offers made, and I'll accept of one of them. 
Don't think I intend to give you your choice, no ; you 
mall take him whom I approve of. Ill juft ftep in and 
talk with your father. If his notions are reafonable, and 
agree with mine, well ; if not, I know my meafures. 

£Exit. 

Har. Under what conftraint am I fore'd to live! tho 9 
naturally artlefs and fincere, yet am I obliged to coun- 
terfeit with all the world. My prefent fituation requires 
it ; for whom can I confide in? Ha, Lovewell returned! 
Alas, he is one with whom, I confefs, I have much ado 
to diffemble. 

Enter LovewelL 
I imagin'd you were on your journey, Mr LovewelL 

Love, No, Madam, I am come -to tell you, in Jhort, 
that lam weary of being made a fool of, and that I am 
refolved not to fee London till you have finally explain'd 
jrourfelf to men 

Har. Good, apgry Sir, what is it difcompofes you} 

Love. Your behaviour, Madam, has driven me be* 
yond all patience. Have I not dane'd attendance after 
you near two years, when neither my love, prayers, or 
intreaties, have been able to draw from you one word up- 
on which I might depend, either for happinefs or mi- 
iery ? And when I fpoke to you of the trueft and moft 
violent paflion that ever touch'd the heart of man, you 
hear me with acalmnefs and infenfibility which it isim- 
poffible to comprehend. 

1 Har. And I would have k ftill impofiible. 

* Love. Surely, Madam, you might difcover either 
' approbation or diHike; fomcthing from whence I might 

* knaw my fate. 

' ' Har. You ought to know that I am prudent, and 

* nothing farther. The happinefs of my life depends 
'upon my. being, at this time, impenetrable to your 

* curiofity. 

' Love. Make but that appear, and I {hall be fetif- 
« fieoV 

Har. I thought you already knew, that, in coafe* 
quencc of a certain fcheme I have form'd to fecure my 

future 
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future welfare ; it is neceflary'that my mother, and even 
my father, fhou'd be in the dark whether it is yott 
torhom I love or another : it is requifite, therefore, that 
^you alfo be kept ignorant of my Veal affection. 

* Love, Wherefore muft I ? 

* ffar. Bccalife if you were once acquainted with it, 
1 my father, mother, fcnd every one who obferv'd yon, 
*- would foon be in the fecret. 

* Love. Do you judge me fo indifcreet, when all my 
**•• happinefs is depending ? 

' * nan No, but the natural violence 6f your temper 

* would perform the part df indifcretion. 

' Lwe. \_compoferdly. m \ Believe me, Madam, I know 
x how to moderate that violence : and yet I proteft to 
' you, that one word of explanation, one fingle word from 
"• thofe deaf v lips> rfhall render me as calm and composM 
"* as yourfelf. 

* ffar. Suppofe that word wae-, That 'I refol'v'd neveir 
€ to be your's. 

'* 'Love. \jpafliondtetyC\ Death and corifufion ! what da 
*** you mean, Madam ? By all that's fafcred — — 

€ ffar. I perceive, indeed, you are moft wonderfully 
'* compos'd. Pray, would you be any more fo were I td 
"* make a vow never to be ^another's ? 

'* Love. O tranfpoHing thought ! Mydearcft Harriet, 
*that would be kind indeed. The bleft idea would bar* 

* nifti all defpair, and give new ftrength to my declining 
"* hopes ; my joy wou'd be fo abundantly full — ! — 

* ffar. Yes, fo full that it would run over to all you 

* meet. Thus it is that your extravagant tranfports, er- 
« ther of joy or defpair, wdftld Undoubtedly divulge what 
"* it is my bufinefs to conceal : For the moment my mo- 

* ther cou'd be fare whereon my happinefs was plac'H, 

* (he would moft 'certainly overturn it. Admit, there* 
4 fore, for the prefeht, I keep you wholly ignorant of 
*'my defigns. 

' Love. No* ungrateful ^one, this is too much ; for H 

* know, that I am not ignorant of your defigns:' I have 
had information* Madam* that you are this day to be 
married to Mr Steer. 

ffar. Perhaps it may be true, what thea? 
Love. It was that brought me hither fo fuddcnly. > 
'Vol. IV. F f Hot 
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Har. And let fomething as fuddenly take you back 
again. 

Love. I now fee through all your little artifices. You 
know I am fomewhat in your mother's favour, and 
therefore held fair with me left my refentment fhou'd 
make ufe of her to hinder your marriage. 

* Har, Hinder it, Sir! Indeed I efteem you too gal- 

• lant a man to hinder a fettlement fo much to my ad* 

* tage. 

* Lev. \languljhingly.'\ No, cruel one, you need not 
4 fear it. If you can be happier with another, I will add 
' to your joys by bidding you eternally farewell/ 

Har. Lookye, Mr LoveweU, you may traverfe my. 
intentions a little ; but if it be true that you have no 
place in my heart, you will never gain one by chagrin- 
ing me. Do therefore as I advife, be feen to-day by 
neither my father or mother ; I even order you not to 
appear here. If you have any regard for me, depart this 
inilant. 

Love. You know I mud obey you; but if you deceive 
me, Harriet 

Har. As I promife nothing, there is no danger of 
your being deceived. 

Love. Unkind Harriet ! Is it poflible ? 

Har. Pray, no more. There's my father coming ! Be 
gone this inltant $ fly, I fay. [Exit Lovewefl. 

Enter Partlet. 

Part. Where are you, daughter? Come, and rejoice 
with me, my girl. I am not able to contain myfelf, I 
(hall even burft with joy. 

Har. May I know the occafion of it, Sir? 

Part. The day is our own, I tell you, the day is our 
own ! Your mother and I are agreed, my girl ! and 
every thing is to be exactly as I wou'd have it. 

Har. Pardon me, Sir, if I doubt that. 

Par. 'Tis true, I fay ; me has been making the pro- 
pofal to me herfelf, and I have feign'd not to approve 
of it in order to confirm her in her refolution. 

Har. Nay, if the propofal comes from her, the execu- 
tion will foon follow. 

Part. Yes, child ; the great riches of our neighbour 
- Stew have taken with your mother as well as with me. 

In 
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In effect, a wealthy grazier is no fuch defpicable of- 
fer. What if he does not bow quite fo genteely as 
fome of our foplings who frequent your balls and aflem- 
blies ? he is wealthy, my girl, and I warrant will love thee. 

Har. Two very engaging qualities indeed, Sir. 

Part, His behaviour is, perhaps, a little more unpo- 
liftYd than one would wiih it ; but then there is no de- 
ceit in him. 

Har. His fincerity, Sir, will make amends for that 
defed. 

Part. He is thought, indeed, by fome, to want fenfe. 

Har. A very good circumftance, that, Sir! — For if 
lie is without fenfe himfelf, he won't difcover the want of 
it in me. 

Part. Nay, miftake me not, fie is no fool neither. He 
only wants to be broke of a cuftom he has got of talk- 
ing too much in the phrafe of his profeflion. Zooks, 
here he comet. 

Enter Steer. 

Steer. Good-morrow, good-morrow, neighbour ; I 
crofs'd the meadows this morning purely to take your 
judgment upon my new waiftcoat here. I had it made 
on purpofe to be marry'd in. 

Part. Why, I think it a moil magnificent one. 

Steer. Ay, isn't it ? I think to wear it on my wed- 
ding-day ; and then lay it up, you muft know, in cafe 
it mould come into the King's head to prick me for 
fherifF. 

Part. It is no bad contrivance. 

Steer. Ay, ay, tho' I fay it, let Bat. Steer alone for con- 
trivance, ha, ha. — I can't help laughing to think what 
flaring there will be in Smithfield to feemebedizen'd thus. 

Part. You are well known there, 'tis like. 

Steer. Known ! — why, I have us'd the old ram — — 
ay, let me fee — 'tis now upwards of twenty years iince 
I firft us'd the old ram — Known ! why, man, Bartho* 
lomew Steer is as well known in Smithfield as Bartho- 
lomew's hofpital. 

Part. I believe, Sir, my daughter there has efcap'd 
your notice. 

Steer. No, no, I have call a fheep's eye at her, and 
will be about her prefently : (he's a good- like lafs, 'faith, 

F £ z — ^ 
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—in right order, and fit to flart for the wedding-plate*. 
Come hither, my girl ; how long will it be before you> 
nd I have a tumble together? 

Har. A tumble, Sir ! I don't underftand you. 

Part. Things are not ripe enough yet, neighbour. 

Steer. Ripe ! Ay, marry, but they be ripe as a cherry* 

Part. Ay, but I mean matters are not agreed upon, 
between us. 

Steer. No ? Well' then let's agree them. And, do yoih 
hear, wife that is to be, in the mean time do you fib 
yourfelf with a ring— —Take the biggeft, the biggeft,, 
you fool, you. 

Har. I prefume> Sir, there are fome previous cere- 
monies neceffary to be fettled firft ? 

Steer. Previous ! What's previous? 

Part. Ay, ay, neighbour, we mull deliberate a little*. 

Steer. Muft we ? come then,, let's .deliberate. 

Har. Well then ; and while you are deliberating, gen- 
tlemen, I believe it will be bell for me to keep near my; 
mother, left me mould come and interrupt you. 

Part. Do fo, girl ; and if you meet Randal in your 
way, tell him. I would fpeak wjth him. 

Har. I (hall, Sir [-£x&> 

Steer. Well, but now, neighbour, not to lofe time,, 
let us fpeak to the affair in hand.. What fortune do you 
propofe to give me, fiiould I accept of your daughter?" 

Part* Lookye,. Mr Steer ,. whatever fun* I intend to-, 
give with her, I exped to have it doubled, and fettled 
upon her children. 

Steer. And thefe are the conditions?" 

Part. The very conditions. 

Steer. Well then, to (how you I hate haggling, girt: 
me your hand, and if I crofs it, 'tis a bargain. 

Part. There* , [Giving his- band. 

Steer. There, 'tis a bargain. This is our method ii* 
Smithfield. 1 have bought, a hundred head of cattle- in 
as fhort a time. 

Part. Good. And here comes Randal, moft oppor- 
tunely, to be a witnefs of it. 

Enter Randal. 
Well, Randal, have you confider'd of the affair I fpeke 
to you of?. 

Rand.. 
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Rand. Yes, Zir. And I have a queftionor two toaflt 
bevore I can give you my opinion* , 

Part. Afk 'em. 

Rand. Does this gentleman love your daughter ? 

Steer. Hugely. 

Rand. And does (he like him ? 

Steer. Mightily, mightily. 

Rand. And are you, Meifter, willing? 

Part. Yes. 

Rand. And is Mrftrefs willing too I 

Part. Yes, both willing. 

Rand. And I am willing. 

Steer. Why then all difficulties are removed, and 
there's no more to be laid. 

Rand. Haudye, haud ye, I fay all difficulties are-not 
remov'd, and there's a great deal more to be faid. 

Part. As how, pray? 

Rand. Why, as zoon as Madam comes to under (la net 
that you are all of one opinion, {he'll change her's to» 
one directly contrary. 

Part. 1 mud needs own, that's her humour exactly. 

Rand. For example— Have not you obferv'd that the 
weather-cock upon the zummer-houfe always fhifts away 
from the wind, zo that to zet it zouth-weft, it muil ab- 
fblutely blow vrom the north- eaft corner. 

Part. Right. 

Rand. Now I look upon. Madam to be, in this refpedr, 
a fort of a weather-cock; and there's no vixing of her to> 
one zide, but by blowing hard upon her vrom the other. 
Thatris to zay, that in order to carry your point, and 
make zure of Meifler Steer vor a zon-inlaw, you muff: 
ftill obftinately inzift upon giving yoUr daughter to Mr 
Love well. And that's my counfeh 

Part. And, if we fucceed, Mr Counsellor mall have 
his fee. 

Steer. Ay, ten guineas for Randal on the wedding- 
day. 

Rand. Stay, there's another thing to be obferv'd, or 
we (hall never bring her to her vull pitch of contradi&ion* 

Part. What's that ? 

Rand. Why, you'll find that Madam will be fbHigo- 
ing the contract j 'tis bell to give no time for reflediom. 
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Tkc lawyer mud be in the zeeret * the writings ready,, 
only blanks left vor the name; and while you prefs her 
hand vor Mr Lovewcll, (he'll aertainly, in pure contra- 
diction, order the blanks to be villed up with Mr Steer's 
name, and zign the deed ia a pafiion. 

Part, Your advice is excellent, and (hall be follow'd 
—Let us fcparate, left my wife (hould find us together: 
—I'll this inftant to the lawyer, and order him to pre- 
pare the writings, to put our defigns in execution. 
Blefs me, what a ilrange ftate is a married one, when 
* man has no way of obtaining his defires in it but by 
feigning to (hun them ! 

Rand. True. For.. t 

Hufbands like watermen mud look and row ; 

For crabbed wives, like crabs, do backward go. 

[.Exeunt. 

ACT IL 
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Enter Randal. 
LESH and blood is not able, to bear this miftrefc 
V of mine ! For let me toil, and" labour ever fo hard, 
lhe is fure to find fault. Here have L been diggings 
planting, and watering, till the fweat ran off my face, in* 
hopes to pleafe her, and all to no purpofe y for whilft I 
was wiping myfelf dry, in . came. Madam, in one of her 
ufual tantrams, and cry'd, — So, Randal, I am fure to» 
fee you (land idling, according to cuftorru Then, to 
prove to her how Lhad been Having, to pleafe her, fhow'-d' 
her what. I had been. doing; to which (bereply'd, in her 
accuftom'd temper, This, is^ what I wou'd not- have had 
done. And when. I inform'd her it was of her own or- 
dering, (he flew in a rage, and cry'd,. Let me find you 
without an excufe, and hang you.. So that the devil 
liimfelf can do nought to pleafe her. O* my* conference,, 
when (he's in thofe perverfc humours, if a man were to 
tell her (he. was a virtuous woman, (he wou'd-fpit in his 
face, and tell him he ly'd* — In this crifl's, came my ma- 
iler to my relief, and calling Madam to' him, fa id he had 
fcus'nefs with heir;, gave me the nod as to retire, in or- 
der, I fuppofe, to put our plan in execution, of fixing 
Mr Steer for his fen-in-Iaw : I tcrok the hint,, and left 
Madam poffefs'd.with fo fiery a compofirion^.thaLif Mei- 

fter 
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flier has but fufficient courage thoroughly to light her v 
up, which he will certainly do by propofing Mr Love* 
well for. his fon-ia- law, I don't doubt but in pure con- 
tradiction we (hall carry our point — Hark ! r i hey feera - 
eoming this way. I'll ftand afide, and obierve 'cm. 

£Rttires.* 
Enter Mrs Fartlet, filfaaM by Partlet. 
Mrs Part.* No, hufband, this exceeds all* bounds »! 
Perpetually thwarting and plaguing me ! But, fince -it 
pleafes you, pray ga on. But furely 'tis the very 
height of obftinaay, to maintain that Mr, Steer is not a 
proper match for my daughter. 

Part. Nay, wife, I don't deny it:, but as your 
daughter's welfare and happinefs is depending, it can be 
no great, crime in me to fay that 1 would prefer- Mr 
Liovewell before him- 

Mn Part. Lookye, don't let me hear a word more 
about him ; Mr Love well had not. bed (how his face in 1 
my; houfe. 

Part. Gonfider, • wife, both his merit and family. 
Mrs Part What, wou'd you have my daughter fol- 
low the camp ? I tell you, hufband, I am refolv'd. 

Part. Let. me befeech you, my dear, to indalgeme 
fo far as to condefcend to me but in this. 

Mrs Part. Once more, I tell you, I am refolv'd; and : 
as a proof, to-morrow, morning I'll give my daughter to • 
Mr Steer. 

Part. But ypur reafon, wife, for this liafte V 
Mrs Part. The reafon, hufband, is plain : And, -to » 
demonftrate to- you that I have reafon, I (hall only tell 
you, that it is fo becaufe I will have it fo. Mr Steer 
is, 1 believe, now in the houfe \ and I'll this inftant go 
and acquaint him with my- refolutions : And do you 
bear, hufband, I'd have you prepar'd to-fign the ar- 
ticles within this half hour. v \EbiU 
Part. Well, Randal, what fay you? Did I play- my. 
part with dexterity, or not? 

Rand. Evaith, Zir, I believe this time you'll' have 
your way; and perhaps 'tis the zecond in your whole 
!life. 

Part. Yes, I think we fhall fuccced now; Is the 
lawyer come.? 
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Rand* I'll ftep and zee, and then come and join the 
cry Yor Mr Lovewell. She's in right temper now; 
and if you don't ftrike, you deferve to lofe the heat. 

[Exit. 
Enter Harriet. 

Part. So, daughter, we have done miracles, my girl! 

Har. 1 overheard you ; I was but in the arbour with 
Mr Ruin the lawyer, who it juft now come, and waits 
to fpeak with you. 

Part. Odfo! he is come very opportunely ; I muftgo 
and fettle matters with him before your mother fees him. 

[Exit. 

Har* So, things are at laft come to the crifig I ex- 
pected, and it is high time' to bring my poor ftratageoi 
into play ; and if that fails, good b'ye happinefs for 
ever ! Oh, here comes Betty. 

Eater Betty. 
Well, Betty, have you got your leflbn perfect ? 

Betty, Yes, Madam, and without much ftudying. I 
think you want mcto lie and diflemble a little. 

Har. And are you a proficient in thofe arts ? 

Betty. I were unworthy to ferve a lady elfe. 

Har. Well, Betty, I fhall put myfelf entirely into 
your hands. 

Betty. And, depend upon it, I'll put you into thofe 
of Mr Loveweli's. 

Har. I hope you'll not deceive mc. 

Betty. If I do, Madam, may my lover deceive me on 
my wedding- night I and that's a moft fearful wifh, I can 
tell you, for a chambermaid's confcience. 

Har. Take heed what you promife, for the proof is at 
hand. My mother is coming clofe here behind us to li- 
lien; we muft feign not to fee her. I fhall but juft give 
the alarm, and leave you, girl, to fight the battle. 

Enter Mrs Partlet* liftening. 
Yes, Betty, my mother will, this time, be over-reach'd 
by us all ; and I fhall be the happieft young woman in 
England. Ha, ha ! I muft go and laugh a little with 
my father about it. Step you in and plait my beft 
head; and dy'e hear, be fure don't blab. Ha, ha, hat 

[Exit. 

Betty. Ha, ha! blab? L think not, truly. [Tunis 

Jbort 



THE SPIRIT OF CONTRADICTION. 345 

ffiort en Mrs Part let] Laud, Madam, you fo furprife a 
body ! 

Mrs Part. I am a ftrange hobgoblin, fure ! If it 
were one of the fellows, you had not been furpris'd, I 
warrant— What were you tittering at, my daughter and 
you ? 

Betty. Blefs me, Madam, we were not tittering. 

Mrs Part. What a- lie to my face ? Yes, and I'll 
know the fubje& of your mirth before you and I part. 
Who is it that is to be over-reach'd, pray I What was 
my daughter faying to you before I came ? 

Betty. Saying, Madam. — why, Mifs was faying, (he 
was faying as how — indeed, Madam, I can't tell what 
file was faying, not I— — 

Mrs Part. Tell me the truth, and I'll give you my 
green mantua, and forgive you the china jar you broke 
yefteKlay ; but if you equivocate,. I'll turn you out of the 
houfe this, moment. 

Betty. I mould be loth to leave fo .good a. lady's fer» 
fice. 

Mrs Part. Speak then, and fta^r in it. 

Betty*. May 1 depend on't, Madam, that you won't 
Bame your author? 

Mrs Part. I promife you I will not. 
• Betty* I am fure they wouM porfon me if they knew 
I betray'd 'em. 

Mrs Part. Fear nothing, I tell you. 

Betty.. Are you certain, [.looking about'] we cannot be 
•verheard, Madam?; 

Mrs Part. *Tis impoflible. Come, I'm upon thorns 
till you begin — What, there is a conspiracy againft me, 
I fuppofe. 

Betty. A very dangerous one, Madam. You were to 
have been betray'd into a compliance with; my mafter'a 
will and pleafure. 

Mrs Part. O, abominable ! 

Betty. Mifs Harriet and he have join'd with Randal^ 
to per£uade you of their averfion. to Mr Steer, on pur- 
pofe to palm him upon you- for a fon- in-law by contra-* 
diction. 

Mrs Part. Execrable, unheard-of wickednefs! Mr 
Steer, then*»is my hufbaad't real choice? 

am* 
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. Betty. Yes, Madam, my matter has given him his fo- 
lemn promife ; and Mifs Harriet fays 'tis impofliblefte 
fhould be happy without him. 

Mrs Part. They might well talk of over-reaching, 
truly ! Oh, this was a mod fortunate difcovery ! But Til 
fit them for it. — Well, hufband and daughter, I (hall (how 
you a trick that {hall cure you of over-reaching. And fo 
I was to have been their dupe, their fool, their inftru- 
ment ! 

Betty. Yes, Madam ; my matter faid, that this time 
you mould fubmit to his decifion. 

Mrs Part. Submit ! did he fay fubmit ? Monilrous, 
audacious, infupportable infolence ! O deteftable ! Sub- 
mit ! the word chokes me, Betty ; I am not able to get 
it down : get me the hartfhorn ! [Exit Betty. ] I am be- 
fieg'd here in my own houfe ! beTet round, and everyone 
I meet is an enemy ! Ha, here comes my hufband, my 
grand adverfary of all. I'll compofe myfelf as well as I 
can — Submit ! 

Enter Partlet and Randal. 

Rand, \_ajtde to Partlet.] Cheer up, Meifter ; do you 
ftand to it that you'll have none of Mr Steer for your 
fon-in-law, you mall find he'll be the only man impos'd 
upon you. 

Part. Wife, I have been feeking you, to talk to you 
farther about our laft difcourfe, our daughter's marriage; 
and as it is an affair of the utmoft confequence to us all, 
wherein not only the happinefs of our child, but our own, 
is concern'd, I think we ought not to be too ram in 
our choice. 

Mrs Part. Good, wife hufband, I fhou'd be glad to 
know your fentiments upon the affair. 

Part, My fentiments you have never regarded : at our 
laft interview you abfolutely refolved on Mr Steer for our 
fon-in-law ; and I am to tell you in plain terms, Ma- 
dam, that neither I nor my daughter will have any 
thing to fay to him. 

Mrs Part. Pray fpeak mildly, my dear, I love peace 
and unity, and (hall readily condefcend to you, not only 
in this, but in every thing elfe that is reafonable. 

Part. Look'ye, Madam, you may jeft, with your 
condcfcenfions, as much as you pleafe ; but I am in ear- 
ned 
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neft when I tell you that Mr Steer is one I mall never 
approve of. 

Mrs Part* Believe me, my dear, when I once more 
affure you that your choice fhall determine mine ; and 
as a proof, I tell you that Mr Steer is already out of 
my thoughts. 

Rand. Refolutely perfift in it, Meifter — the alarum is 
not quite wound up yet ; it will ftrike prefently. 

Part. Come, fpeak plain, Madam, and think me 
worthy of a ferious anfwer t know, I am not always to 
be made a fool of. 

Mrs Part, But why are you angry, my dear, fince I 
give my word to do juft as you defire ? And, to mow you 
my fincerity, as well as my fubmiftiort, I'll go this in* 
ftant and forbid Mr Steer from ever fetting his feet 
within thefe door6 again. [Exit* 

Part, [after a paufe.~] Randal! 

Rand* Zir! 

Part, What fay'ft thou to this, man ? 

Rand, Nay, let the moon zay, vor (he knows beft* 
here's inchantment in this, Meifter. 

Part. I am afraid it is too real. What the devil can 
tnake her fo complying this morning ? 

Rand. I'll not believe but the vaines have been here. 

Part, I am ftrangely unfortunate, that the only time 
in her life that (he does not contradict me at all, mould 
be to contradict me the moll. 

Rand. To comply zo with your will* I confefs, Zir* 
is ftrangely unnatural. 

Part. So unnatural, that I am all amazement ■ * 
but I'll follow her in, and, if pofllble, find out the bot- 
tom of it. [Exit* 

Rand. Zo* there's an end of mv plotting and poli- 
tics! — -I fhall never have my advice afk'd again, that's 
certain. Not that I'll give it up neither ; for there's fo 
little dependence on Madam's word, that it goes and 
comes like the fun in April* 

Enter Steer. 

Steer. Well, old fophifter ; what, matters go on 
fwimmingly, it fcems! The articles are preparing within 
to be fign'd. I mull look out the ten guineas— —there's 
eomfbrt for thee* old boy. 

Ran*!* 
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Rand. Madam is looking out to give you your if- 
charge — there's comfort for you, old «bqy. 

Steer. What ! fhe is not fo rflad, fure, as to. refufe mc 
for her foh-in-law ? 

Rand. Fm afraid 'tis too tffce ; ftrange changes have 
happen' d within this half hour ! But Meifter is now with 

her. I'll ftep in and liften a while, and endeavour to 

bring you a more perfect account. [«Ex/>. 

Steer. Do fo — What, not have this little gipfy at laft? 
*— But if I can't have her, why I mud look out elfe* 
where ; hang it ! I have a fort of kindnefs for the young 
huffy too. — But he that has coin needs not want kine, 

as the faying is Oh here fhe comes. 

Enter Harriet* 
So, poor girl ! What, things go ill on thy fide, 1 hear. 
Thou art in danger of lofing me, they fay. Troth, 1 
pity thee with all my heart. 

Har. Something has fallen out a little unfeafonably* 
Sir. 

Seeer. And thou art griev'd about ft, my girl, ha I 
I am very glad on't with all my heart, 'tis a proof that 
thou lov'ft me. But come, don't be caft down, don't 
defpair ; live in hopes ; perhaps thou may'ft have me 
yet. 

Har. If it is your defire, there is no time to be loft ; 
go this inftant to my mother ; prefs her, Importune her> 
and peremptorily infift upon the performance of her pro* 
tnife — Hah, Lovewell! what brings himhert ? 

Enter Lovewell. 

Love* You'll efccufe the abniptnefe of this vifit, Ma- 
Ham, when I come to affure you that 'tis the lad I (hall 
ever make you. 

Har. If you had fpar'd yourfelf the trouble of this, I 
fhould eafily have forgiven it. 

Lvue. I know it, falfe one, ibr I am at laft convine'd) 
that which I have, heard to-day; your difcourfe this 
morning ; your affectation to fend me away ; the law- 
yer whom I have feen here ; in fhort, all together con- 
firm your treachery paft doubt feut I intend to keep 

tny temper —and tell you, you are unworthy every 

'thing but contempt and filence. 

Mai\ I wou'd willingly be infbrm'd, Sir, oa what pre* 

_ ^teacc 
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Wnce you dare infult me thus ? or what hopes have C 
ever given you, that you fhou'd prefume to take. thi3 li- 
berty ? 

hove. Had you difcourag'd my addreffes, I fiiou'd^tho' 
with pain, have defifted; but as youreje&ed them not, I 
fed my imagination with the vain hopes that my fuit Was 
agreeable. Credulous fool ! thus to amufe ntyfelf, and fuf- 
fer my paffion to be fo deluded, by the artful wiles of a 
deceitful woman. 

Steer, Harkye, friend, doft thou call this wooing I 

Love* Grant me patience, heav'n ! 

Har. Lookye, Sir, fince you provoke me 46 fpeak, 
couM my father hefitate a moment between the large 
eftate of Mr Sneer and your /lender fortune ? And as 
for my part, I cannot but prefer the open eafy tem- 
per of this gentleman, to that ferious, paflionate turn 
of mind you always appear in. His jeils and good* 
humour are infinitely more engaging than your wild 
frantic fallies. 

Steer. Ay, ay, I have always heard that women love 
mirth and good company ; and tho' the lot has falle* 
upon me, lookye, friend, don't be caft down ; fuch a 
.pretty fellow as you need never defpahv 

Love. Lookye, Madam, order your fool there to be 
mannerly, or it may Chance to coft him a beating. 

Steer. A beating! I ftiou'd be glad to fee that, faith; 
and if thou doft beat me> I -11 forgive thee with all my 
heart; and for thy pains, iF thou'lt call on me at Smith- 
field on a maiket-day, I'll give thee a beef- {leak and a 
bottle into the bargain. [Going up to him^\ 

Love. Oons! you 

Har. [inter pofing.~\ Look ye,«Mr Love well, either keep 
your temper, or leave the place ; I have ever told you 
that I hate paifionate people. 

Steer, 'Egad, and fo do I with all my heart.; I'll e'en 
ftep in to your father. Pry*thee, my dear, get rid of 
this troublefome fellow as fail as you cun, and then come 
to U3; there ? 6 a good girP. .[Exih 

-Love. Your proceedings, Madam, appear to me fb 
"extravagant, that I cou'd almoft fufpect you of feigning. 
Not that I wou'd flatter myfelf with fuch a vain thought* 
however, if the.prefence of Mr Steer might any way 

Vol. IV. G g w^- 
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conftrain you, he is now gone, and you may freely eleaf 
yourfelf. 

Enter Mrs Partlet, privately. 
Mrs Part. Ha, my daughter alone with Lovewell ! 

14/idt. 

Love. Either juftify ^ourfelf, . or confefs you have 
wrong'd me. Come, fpedk, Madam, as we are. now alone* 

Har. \-obferving her mother.'} Ha ! my mother ! — 
Sir, there was no diffembling in the matter. I ma]] fay 
the fame thing now we are alone, which I faid before 
Mr Steer. My father is defirous I fhou'd accept him" 
for a hufband, and I declare it is the greateft. fatisfa&ion 
I can receive. 

Love. This is beyond all patience to fupport : but I 
have done ; 1 11 to your mother, and let her know, tho' 
I have hitherto conceal'd my paflion from her, how I have 
been treated by her ungrateful daughter. [Going. 

Har. Yes, go to my mother, I advife you \ and, d'y* 
Jiear, tell her how much I hate and defpife you. 

Love. I thank you, Madam; and thus I bid an eternal 
adieu to the falfeft of her fex. 

Mrs Part. Hold, Mr Lovewell \ I have partly heard 
how you have been treated, and think your wrongs in-, 
vite compaffion. I plainly perceive that my hufband 
and daughter are combin'd to advife both you and me. I 
Jhall therefore make your cafe my own ; for* tho* I fay 
it, there Is no one conforms to other peoples opinions 
more than rhyfelf. 

Love. I am obliged to you, Madam ; but after th« 
bafe ufage 1 have receiv'd from your daughter, my only 
•care fhall be now to forget her. 

Mrs Part. I muft confefs that I had heretofore no in- 
tention of propofing my daughter, but to demon (Irate to 
you, who are a reafonable perfon, that reafon only is 
the guide of my actions, I frankly make you an offer of 
her ; for, believe me, it will give me an infinite deal of 
pleafure to revenge me of my hufband and daughter ; 
for every body, you mull know, confpires to thwart 
and contradift me; thercfoie let me intreat your accep- 
tance - 

Live. Indeed, Madam, you muft excufe me ; mice 
your daughter denies me her heart, I mull refufcher hanaV 
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Mrs Part* What, do you contradict me too ? Nayv 
Sir, I will make it fp advantageous a match to you, that 
you (hall be oblig'd to take her whether you will or no. 

Har. I hope, Madam, you don't mean to engage me 
againft my will \ 

Mrs Part. Your will, my dear? What, have you 
forgot already that you ought to have no will of your 
own ? 

Har. Alas, Madam, when I faid it, there was but 
Kttle fincerity in thofe words. Why wou'd you go ta 
hinder my marriage with a man of Mr Steer's fortune ? 

Mrs Part. Huffy, Mr Lovewell has more fortune thaa 
you deferve. .* 

Har.hct me live and die a maid, rather thanbejoin'd 
to a man I have an averflon to. 

Mrs Part, Hold your tongue y Em refolvM it fhalT. 
befo. 

Har. [kneelt and nveeps, .] I conjure you, Madam, not 
to render my whole life unhappy. 

Mrs Part* Rife, 1 fay, for I am inflexible. 

Har. For heaven's fake, Madam, have pity on me. 
. ■ Mrs Part. Yes, you deferve it, truly. Know that I 
am acquainted with all your littla fubtilties. You wou'& 
Have betray 'd me, exposM me to a compliance with your 
lather's will andpleafure! — But to punifhyou,Mifs, I'll, 
make you both fign the articles that you Had prepar'd to- 

f ether to deceive me ; I'll go and order the blanks in* 
antly to be fill'd up with the name of Lovewell. 

lExst.' 
Love. Stay, Madam — I wou'd not have you* imagine. 
J mall ever fign them. No, I wou'd fooner perifh than- 
marry your daughter. • 

Han I wou'd fooner perifh than marry your daugh* 

ter! Blefs me, Mr Lovewell, how emphatically you< 

pronounc'd thofe words. 

Love. I pronounc'd them as I meant 'em* Madam* 
Har. And as, from my foul, I wifh'd 'em ; and, to 
deal fincerely with you, that you fhou'd fpeak them in a 
manner to affe& my mother, it was neceffary they fhou'd 
come from your heart. You had never deceiv'd her fo 
well, if you had not been firfl deceiv'd yourfelf. 
Love. Explain your meaning, pray. 

G g, a Han, 
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Har. Why thus, then. To gain my mother's co* 
fc nt to my wifhes, I have been oblig'd to lead my father 
alfo into an error. He, good man, has a&ed naturally 
in the affair ; and when- I found they were one and all 
for Mr Steer, I made ufe of Betty to acquaint my mo* 
ther of it. The girl has acted her part to a miracle. 
And this is the reafon, that, feeing every body againft 
you, (he has thought* fit to take your part, that (he 
may contradict every body ; and (he wouM now con- 
ftrain you to marry me in order to make you contradict 
yourfclf. y 

Love. Deareft Harriet, * you have putmufic into my 

* heart that will make it dance for my whole life. Juft 
«* now I was quite benighted in defpair ; but you have, 

* in three words,' fo dazzled me with' happinefs, that I 
want faculties to perceive it. - 

Har. I wou'd not have you perceive it till the article! 
are fign'd. I fhall dread fome indifcrcet tranfport, that 
may perhaps fpoil all. No, Mr Lovewefi, I wou'd not 
have you yet convine'd that you are dear to me. 

Love. \JranfportedJ\ Enehan ting founds! O how (hall 
I be worthy of fuch goodnefsf My kindeft, deareft, ado- 
rable miftrefs ! * * • 

Har. Hufh, I hear Heps this way. We mull by aS 
means continue to diflemble. 

Enter Randal; 
No, Mr JLovewelt, don't imagine you (hall over marry 
me againft my will. 

Rand. m I believe not, vaith, vor it would be with all 
your heart and with all your zoul. I have, long fuf- 
pe&ed it, and am now convine'd that all your quarrels 
were feign'd, pretended, mere (ham ones, defign'd pure- 
ly to cheat my miftrefs ; but that (he might not be' fo 
impos'd on, Ihave been juft letting her into the fecret. 

Har. Oh, Mr Love well, we are ruin'd then for ever! 

Love. Wretch, what haft thou done ? 

Rand. I can't help it now, vor Madam is coming to 
undo all her doings again; and the reafon why I inform 'd 
her, was becaufe Mr Steer had promised me ten guineas 
on his wedding-day. 

Love. Rafcal, why did you not a(k me fifty ? 

Rand. Nay, nay, it won't zignify now, fince Madam 

know* 
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Snows all — Neverthelefs, if I were to zee that fame vifty 
you mention—— 

Har. What then? 

Rand, Why then,, perhaps things may not go fo bad' 
as you imagine. 

Love. Here, take my purfe. — And now, good Ran- 
dal 

Rand. And now, Zir, to (peak truth, and fhamethc 
Devil, Madam knows nought about it- But that you 
may not think your money ill beflow'd, I will fay fome- 
thing for you -to Madam that fhall deferveit;. and, luc- 
kily, yonder. flieV coming. 

Enter Mrs Paruet, Betty following, 
I'm glad you are come to make peace, Madam; I vound 
the young volk here juft going to vighting. They did fo 
wrangle and jangle together, that^yor my part, I thought 
they had been married already, 

Mrs Part. What,: daughter, do you continue obfti^' 
hate ? Lookye, huffy, * you had belt conform to your 
duty, or I fhall fend you to your aunt in Cumberland to 
watch gtd.^ upon a common,, 

Enter Mr Steer. 
I thought, Sir,. I had given you your difcharge, and- 
forbad you ever coming within thefe doors ; after 
which, let me tell you, I look upon it to be a piece of 
infolence to appear here again; - therefore,.. Sir, pray 
walk out. 

Steer. Wounds, woman, I only came to give my 
fweetheart a bufs at parting j. I hope there's no great 
harm in that. 

Enter Lawyer. 

Mrs Part. So, Mr Rum, I am glad'you are come ;; 
is every thing done exactly as I directed? 

Ruin. Yesj Madam, all is ready for executing. 

Mrs Part. Tell John to bring a table, and bid my 
hufband attend this moment. [To Bttty. 

Est. Yes, , Madam. — My m after i s here; [Exit* ■ 

Enter Partlet. 
j4 table brought on, Betty returns. 

Part. Wife, give me leave, for the laft time, to re-- 
jjumftrate to you — — • 

G'g $' * Mrs* 
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Mrs Part. Hufband, (how do airs here— — Remoir- 
ft rate ! Pray, Sir, who made you a remonftrator > 

Ruin. Madam, may I be fo bold as to fpeak one word, 
while I may do it in time ? The young lady's concern 
affc&s me. I have always obferv'd that thefe forced 
marriages—— 

Mrs Part. What, Mr Ruin, are you too againft poor 

Mr Lovewell and me ? There wanted only you to make 

the oppofition complete. Come, gWt me the pen. [Sbt 

Jign$J\ Here Harriet, do you fign under me; Don't be 

refractory. 

Har. I mud fign, fince you command me. \S'*g**-\ 
There, Madam— -—but my comfort is, you can't make 
xny father fign. 

Mrs Part. That, child, we (hall try. Come, huf- 
band, you who can advife and remonftrate, write your 
same here — quickly, you had beft. 

Part. I'll fign for quietnefs fake, fince it can fignify 
nothing {Jtgns'} ; for I am fure you can't force Mr 
Lovewell. 

Mrs Part. Sir, to oblige you alfo to join your hand, 
I have ordered a claufe here, to confirm to you, over 
and above the firm proposed, a gift of a thoufand pound 
at the birth of the firft child. 

Love, *Tfs not thofe gifts that I covet ; but iince it 
will oblige you, Madam, I'll fign. [«$/>*r.] — Here, Mr 
Ruin, take the articles, and depart quickly, left my ma- 
ther-in-law fhou'd recant. 

Ruin. The deed is irrevocable. [Exit. 

Love. Now, mydeareft, you are my own; jand thus T 
take poffeflion. 

Har. O dear Mr Lovewell, kift me as much as you 
pleafe, but pray, don't eat me. 

Mrs Part. \_ama£d^\ I am all amazement I What 
means all this tranfpoct ? Does fhe then really love him 
at laft ? 

Rand. I told you Mifs Harriet fik'dT zomerhing-po~ 
lite ; but you'll ne'er believe one. 

Bttty. The green mantua, Madam, I beg leave to 
remind you of! 

Part. This fudden unexpected change, I muff conv 
ftfs, furprifcs mc. My chief aim was to fee my daugh- 
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ttr well provided for: and fince I find my child is pleas'd,, 
I'll e'en be pleas'd too. 

Mrs Part. Pleased ! O heavens* have I been fuchr a 
tame, harmlcfs turtle, as to pleafe a hufband at laft ! I 
am betray'd, robb'd, cheated, and abus'd. — But— 

Love, [kneeling ivitb Har.] Madam, thus low we im- 
plore your pardon for this innocent deceit ; and let love 
excufe what faults have been committed;. 

Mrs Part, [turning a way J I will never forgive you 5 
never, never, never. 

Part. Why, you fign'd voluntarily, wife; you was 
not compeU'd r as we were; 

Mrs Part. No matter, I'll this mftant to London, 
for advice I'll be divore'd from my hufband; I'll ne- 
ver fee the face of my daughter more ; my fervants mall 
be fent to Bridewell ; and the lawyer (hall be put in the* 
pillory. You have made me mad amoagft you, and yau- 
fhall feel the effects on't. 

Steer. Ay, goody r but curft cows have ihort horns. 

Mrs Part* Out, bullock. [Gives him a box 6* tb' ear, 

[Exi& 

Love. I am concern r d to fee my mother fo violent. 

Steer. By George, I am coricern'd to fed her fo. 

Har. Be it my care to appeafe her : be it your's, Mrr 
Lovewell, to reward this girlj to whofe fervices we, in 
great part* owe our prefent happinefs. 

Love. As Betty has made me happy in. a wife, the way 
to be even with her, is to make her a fortune for fome 
honeft man that may be worthy of her. 

Steer. That care (hall be mine, if Betty pleafes. I 
came hither for a wife, and it (hall never be faid that 
Bat Steer went to market and could not deal. What 
fay you to the bargain, girl I Wilt thou ftrike me* or 
aot? 

Bet. The honour, Sir, is too great to Be refus'd. 

Steer. Why then, touch here, wench; and when the 
parfon has conjur'd over us a little, thou (halt find that 
I know how to tumble a bed, as well as thou to make 
one. Give me but fair play, and if thou doft not own 
thou haft met with a man to thy mind, I'll, give thee 
leave to plant me a pair of horns that (hall reach from. 
Hicks's Hall to Pye-Coxnen 
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Part. I dare warrant Betty proves a good wife ; and* 
fince you have thought fit to match into the family, 
neighbour Steer, I infift that the two weddings be kept 
together. Here is Randal can fcrape a little ; and egad 
we'll have a jubilee. ■ ' 

Steer.- Odsflefh, neighbour Partlet, you. are a hearty 
cock, and I accept your offer. And that your con- 
cert may be complete, I'll fummon down the whole 
band of White-Chappcl cleavers* A nod of mine will; 
fetch 'em. 

Love, When contradiction fain would bear the fway»» 
'Tisjuft and right to baffle all its play; 
That focial peace in every houfe may reign, 
And love and merit due reward obtain* 



E P I L O G U E.. 

Spoken by Mrs WARD, 
Who plays the* Character of Mrs Partkt. 

BE witneft all, how cruelly I'm us'd; 
How patience in poor women is abus'df 
Not nufbaud, daughter, friend, or fervant true : 
My laft hope, gentlemen, remains in yod| 
Surely you will- not contradict me too. 

Ladies, I know you'll take the injur'd part; 
D ill reft will always reach the tender heart. 
Nay, fome will furely mak« the caufe iheir own; 
There are, I truft, more Partlets here than one. 

In two fhort words all wifehood's under ftood ; 
In thofe that do controul,— and thofc that wou'd. 
Well fare the firft ; — and let — tlje humble fool 
Defpife her vows, and come to roe to ichool. 

The wives are with me ; aod what maid, I wonder, 
But hopes, one of their days, to keep a hufband under?" 

You hufbands that are tittering yonder, mum;. 
You think me copy'd from yoUT piece at home. 
Each good-man finds the character fo pat," 
There's no perfnading but his Juno fat. 

Some faucy cit, or, poffibly, fome peer, 
May, by-and-by, at topper, fay — My dear, 
J»Uyc we, of lace, had any. ojuet here? 

- ■ ■ - n<* 
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Not fo thofe gallery friends I yonder fpy 

Strung demurely with their Partlets by; 

They at the comic fcene wou'd hnjft with laughter, 

Did they not f#ar, poor fouls, thai tiagedy'd come after*. 

Peace, peace, your filence we accept as praife; 

A deeping hornet who wou'd wifh to raifc? 

Pity your ears fhou'd fuflcr for your zeal ; 

Smile you, who dare not clap,— 'twill do as wclL 

Grant all one boon, and fpare the bard's affliction^ 

Let mc alone poftefs the Spirit of Contradi&ioQ* 
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ACT I. . 

Scene, ' The Street. 

Enter Bever and Younger. 

Younger. 
O, Dick, you muft pardon me. 
Bev. Nay, but to fatisfy your curiofity. 
Toun. I tell you, I have not a jot. 
Bev. Why then to gratify me. 
Toun. At rather too great an cxpence. 
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&ev. To a fellow of your observation and turn, I 
fhould think, now, fuch a fcene a moil delicate treat. 

Toun. Delicate ! Palling, naufcous, to a dreadful de- 
gree. To a lover, indeed, the charms of the niece may- 
palliate the uncle's fulfome formality. 
". Bev* The uncle ! ay j but then you know he is only 
t>ne of the group. 

Taun. That's true; but the figures are all finiiVd alike* > 
A man'tere^ a tirefome famenefs* throughout. 

Bey. There you will excufe me j I slm fure there is no 
^ratit of variety. 

Toun. No ! then let us have a detail. Come, Dick, 
give us a bill of the play* 

Bev. Firft, you know, there's Juliet's uncle. 

Toun* What, Sir Thomas Lofty ! the modern Midas* • 
or rather (as fifty dedications will tell you), the Pollio*' 
the Atticus, the patron of genius, the proteftor of artSj, 
»the paragon of poets, decider of merit, chief juftice of 
tafte, and fworn appraifer to. Apollo and the tuneful 
nine. Ha, ha ! Oh, the tedious, infipid, infufferable 
coxcomb ! 

Bev. Nay, now, Frank, you are too extravagant. Jtit 
•is univerfally allow'd to have tafte ; fharp*judging Adriel* 
the mufe's friend, himfelf a mufe. 

Toun. Tafte ! by whom ? underling bards that he feeds, 
-and broken bookfellers, that he bribes. Look ye, Dick; 
what raptures you pleafe when Mifs Lofty is your theme, 
but expect no quarter for the reft of the family. I tell 
thee once for all, Lofty is a rank impoftor* the bufo of 
*m illiberal mercenary tribe ; he has neither genius to 
create, judgment to diftinguifh, nor generofity to reward ; 
his wealth has gain'd him flattery from 1 the indigent* 
and the haughty infolence of his pretence, admiration 
from the ignorant. Voila le portrait cU votre onch I Now. 
on to the next. 

Bev. The ingenious and erudite Mr Ruft. " . 

Toun. What, old Martin the medal-monger? 

Bev. The fame, and my rival in Juliet. 

T.un. Rival! what, Ruft? why, fhe's too modern for' 
him by a couple of centuries. Martin! why he likes no 
heads but upon coins. Marry'd! the mummy! Why 'tis 
not above a. fortnight ago, that I faw him making love to 

thft 
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the figure without a nofe in Somerfet-gardens: I caught 
him ftroaking the marble plaits of her gown, and afked 
him if he was not amamed to take fuch liberties with la* 
dies in public 

Bev. What an inconftant old fcoundrel it is ! 

Toun. Oh, a Dorimont* But how came this about? 
what could occafion the change? was it in the power of 
flefh and blood to fcduce this adorer of virtu from his 
marble and porphyry? 

Bev. Juliet has done it ; and, what will furprife you, 
4iis taftc was a "bawd to the bufinefs. 

Toun. Prythee explain. 

Bev. Juliet met him laft week at her uncle's : he was a 
little pleafed with the Greek x>f her profile ; but, on a 
clofer inquiry, he found the turn-up of her nofe too e** 
•t&ly refemble the buft of the princefs Popsea* 

Toun* The chafte moiety of the amiable' Nero ? 

Bev. The fame* 

Toun. Oh, the deuce ! then your bufinefs was done ii 
an inftant. 

Bev. Immediately. In favour of the tip, he offered 
chart blanche for the reft of the figure % which (as you 
may fuppoft) was inftantly caught at. 

Toun. Doubtlefs. But who have we here? 
, B»v. This is one of Lofty' s companions, a Weft Indian 
of an overgrown fortune. He favcs me the trouble of a 
portrait. This is Sir Peter Pepperpot. 

Enter Sir Peter Pepperpot* andXvto Blacks. 

Sir Pet. Carelefs fcoundrels ! harkee, rafcals! I'll bar* 
ni(h you home, you dogs! you (hall back, and broil in the 
fun. Mr Bever, your humble; Sir, I am your entirely 
lie voted. 

Bev. You feem mov'd ; what has been the matter, Sir 
Peter ? 

Sir Pet. Matter ! why, I am invited to dinner on a 
barbicu, and the villains have forgot my bottle of chian. 

Toun. Unpardonable. 

Sir Pet. Ay, this country has fpoil'd them; this fam£ 
chriftening will ruin the colonies.-— Well, dear BeveV, 
rare news, boy ; our fleet is arriv'd from the Weft. 

Bev. It is ? ~ 

Sir Pet Ay, lad, and a .glorious Cargo of turtle. It 

- wat 
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'as lucky I went to Brighthelmftone ; I nick'd the time 
> a hair ; thin as a lath, and a ftomach as (harp as a 
lark's: never was in finer condition for feeding. 
Bev. Have you a large importation. Sir Peter? 
Sir Pet. Nine; hut feven in excellent order: the Cap* 
ain allures me they greatly gain'd ground on the voyage* 
Bev. How do you difpofe of them ? 
Sir Pet. Four to Cornhill, three to Almack's, and 
he two fickly ones I (hall fend to my borough in York- 
hire. 

Toun. Ay ! what, have the Provincials a relilh for 
urtle? 

Sir Pet. Sir, it is amazing how this country improves 
n turtle and turnpikes; to which (give me leave to fay) 
tve, from our part of the world, have pot a little contri- 
buted. Why formerly, Sir, a brace of bucks on the 
Mayor's annual day was thought a pretty moderate bkf- 
(ing. But we, Sir, have polifh'd their palates : Why, 
Sir, not the meaneft member of my corporation but can 
diftinguifh the pafh from the pee. 

Toun. Indeed! 

Sir Pet. Ay, and fever the green from the (hell with 
the (kill of the ableft anatomift. 

Toun. And are they fond of it? 

Sir Pet* Oh, that the confumption will tell you. The 
dated allowance is fix pounds to an alderman} and live 
to each of their wives. 

Bev. A plentiful provifion. ^ 

Sir Pet. But there was never known any wade. The 
mayor, recorder, and re&or, are permitted to eat as muck 
as they pleafe. . 

Toun. The entertainment is pretty expenfive. 

Sir Pet. Land-carriage, and all. But I contriv'd to 
fmuggle the laft that I fent them. 

Bev. Smuggle ! I don't underfland you. 

Sir Pet. Why, Sir, the rafcally coachman had always 
charged me five pounds for the carnage. Damn'd dear! 
Now my cook going at the fame time into the country, 
I made him clap a capuchin upon the turtle, and for 
thirty (hillings put him an infide paflenger in the Don- 
cafter fly. 

Toun. A happy expedient. 

Vol. IV. H h Bev. 
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JBev. Oh, Sir Peter has infinite humour. 

Sir Pet. Yes; but the frolic had like to have prov'd 
fatal. 

Touru Howfo? 
. Sir Pet. The maid at the Rummer, at Hatfield, popp'd 
her head into the coach, to know if the company would 
have any breakfaft : ecod, the turtle, Sir, laid hold of 
her nofe, and llapp'd her face with his fins, till the poor 
devil fell into a fit. Ha, ha, ha! 

Tcun. Oh, an abfolute Rabelais. 

Be*. What, I reckon, Sir Peter, you are going to the 
f quire ? 

Sir Pet. Yes; I extremely admire Sir Thomas: you 
know this is his day of afiembly ; I fuppofe you will be 
there : I can tell you, you are a wonderful favourite. 

Bev* Am I ? 

Sir Pet. He fays your natural genius is fine ; and, when 
pohuYd by his cultivation, will furprifc and aftonifh the 
world* 

Bev. I hope, Sir, I (hall have your voice with the 
public. 

Sir Pet. Mine ! O fie, Mr Bever. 

Bev. Come, come, you are no inconfiderable patron. 

Sir Pet. He, he, he! Can't fey but I love to encou- 
rage the arts. 
. Bev. And have contributed largely yourfelf. 

Toun. What, is Sir Peter an author? 

Sir Pet. Ofie! what, me? a mere dabbler; have blot- 
ted my fingers, 'tis true. Some fonnets, that have not 
heen thought wanting in fait. 

Bev. And your epigrams. 

Sir Pet. Not entirely without point. 
< B:v. But come, Sir Peter, the love of the arts is not 
the fole caufe of your vifits to the houfe you arc going 
to. 

Sir Pet. I don't underftand you. 

Bev. Mifs Juliet, the niece. 

Sir Pet. O fie! what chance have I there? Indeed if 
Lady Pepperpot thould happen to pop off—* 

Bev. I don't know that. You are, Sir Peter, a danger- 
ous man ; and were I a father or uncle, I fhould not be 
a little (hy of your vifits. 

Sir 
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Sir Pet. Pftia ! dear Bever, you banter. 

Bev. And (unlefe I am extremely out in my guefs), 
that lady — 

Sir Pet. Hey! what, what, dear Bever? 

Bev. But if you Ihould betray me-^ 

Sir Pet. May I never eat a bit of green fat, if I do. 

Bev. Hints have been dropp'd. 

Sir Pet. The devil ! Come a little this way, 

Bev. Well-made: not robuft and gigantic, 'tis true; 
but extremely genteel. 

Sir Pet. Indeed! 

Bev. Features, not entirely regular ; but marking, 
with an air now, fuperior ; greatly above the— you un- 
derftand me? 

Sir Pet. Perfectly. Something noble 5 expreffive of 
— fafhion. 

Bev. Right. 

Sir Pet. Yes, I have been frequently told fp. 

Bev. Not an abfolute wit ; but fomething infinitely 
better : an tnjouement^ a fpirit, a ■ ■ 

Sir Pet. Gaiety. I wrb ever fo from a child. 

Bev. In fhort, your drefs, addrefs, with a thoufand 
other particulars that at prefent I can't recollect. 

Sir Pet. Why, dear B*ver, to tell thee the truth, I 
have always admir'd Mifs Juliet, and a delicate creature 
fhe is : fweet as a fugarcane, ftraight as a bamboo, and 
her teeth as white as a negro's. 

Bev. Poetic, but true. Now only conceive, Sir Peter, 
fuch a plantation of perfections to be devoured by that 
caterpillar, Ruft. 

Sir Pet. A liquorim grub! Are pine-apple6 for fuck 
muckworms as he? I'll fend him a jar of citrons and gin- 
ger, and poifon the pipkin. 

Bev. No, no. 

Sir Pet, Or invite him to dinner, and mix rat's-bane 
along with his curry. 

Bev. Not fo precipitate ; I think we may defeat him 
without any danger. 

Sir Pet. How, how ? 

Bev. I have a thought — but we muft fettle the plan 
with the lady. Could not you gvtc her the. hint that I 
fhould be glad to fee her a moment. 

Hha Sir 
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Sir Pet. PU do it directly. 

Bev. But don't let Sir Thomas perceive you. 

Sir Pet. Never fear. You'll follow ? 

Bev. The inflant I have fettled matters with her; but 
fix the old fellow fo that {he may not be mifs'd. 

Sir Pet. I'll nail him, I warrant ; I have his opinion 
to beg on this manufcript. 

Bev. Your own ? 

• Sir Pet. No. 
Bev. Oh ho ! what, fomething new from the Doftor> 

your chaplain ? 

Sir Pet. He ! no, no. O Lord, he's elop'd. j 

Bev. How! 

Sir Pet. Gone. You know he was to dedicate his vo« i 
lume of fables to me : fo I gave him thirty pounds to 
get my arms engrav'd, to prefix (by way of print) to the 
frontifpiecc ; and, O grief of griefs! the Doctor has 
mov'd off with the money. I'll fend you Mifs Juliet. 

[Exit. 

Bev. There, now, is a fpecial protector ! the artS| 1 
think, can't but flourifh under fuch a Maecenas. 

Toun. Heaven vifits with a tafle the wealthy fool. 

Bev. True; but then, to juftify the difpenfation, 
From her.c* the poor are cloath'd, the hungry fed; 
Fortunes to bookfellers, to authors bread. 

Toun. The diftribution is, I own, a little unequal: 
And here comes a melancholy inftance; poor Dick Dae* 
ty V and his publifher Puff. 

Enter Da£yl and Puff. 

Puff. Why, then, Mr Da&yl, carry them to foraebody 
elfe; there are people enough in the trade. But I won* 
der you would meddle with poetry ; you know it rarely 
pays for the paper. 

Dae. And how can one help it, Mr Puff? genius im« 
■ pels ; and when a man is once lifted in the fervice of the 
mufes 

Puff. Why, let him give them warning as foon as he 
can. A pretty fort of fervice indeed, where there are 
neither wages nor vails ! The mufes! And what, I fup- 
pofe this is the livery they give \ Gadzooks, I had ra- 

• ther be a waiter at Ranelagh. 

Bev. 
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Bev. The poet and publisher at variance ! What is the 
matter, Mr Dactyl? 

Dae. As Gad fhall judge me, Mr Bever, as pretty a 
poem, and fo polite; not a mortal can take any offence; 
all full of panegyric and praife. 

Puff, A fine character he gives of his works. No oft- 
fence! the greateft in the world, MrDa&yl. Panegyric 
and praife! and what will that do with the public? why; , 
who the devil will give money to be told,. that Mr Such- 
a-one is a wifer or better man than himfdf ? No, 00 ; 'tis 
quite and clean out of .nature. A good fouling fatire now, 
well powdered with perfonal pepper, and feafoned with : 
the fpirit of r party ; that demolishes a confpicuous cha- • 
ra&er, and finks him below our own level; there, there, , 
we are. pleafed? ; there, we ehuckle and grin, and tola i 
the. half-crowns on the counter. . 
• Dae. Yes, and- fo get cropp'd for a libek . 

Puff. Cropped J ay; and the luckieft thing that caa 
happen to you. Why* I would, not give <two -pence for 
an author that is afraid of hi a ears. Writing, writing is* 
(as I may fay), Mr Dactyl, a fort of warfare, where 
none can be vi&or that is the leaft afraid of a fear. Why, . 
zooks, Shy I never got fait to my .porridge till I mounted * 
at the royal exchange. . 

Bev. Indeed! 

Ruff' No, no; that was the making of me. .Then- my 
name made a noife in the world. Talk of forked hills\ 
and of Helicon ! romantic and fabulous, fluff. The true. 
Caftalian ftream is a fhower of eggs, and .a. pillory the : 
poet's Parnaffus* 

Dae. Ay, to you, indeed, it may anfwer^but what: 
do we get for our pains? 

Puff Why, what the deuce would you- get ? food, . 
fire, and fame. Why, you would not grow fat! a cor- 
pulent poet is a monfter, a prodigy! No, no: fpare diet 
is a fpur to the fancy; high feeding would but founder, 
your Pegafus. 

Dae. Why, you impudent, illiterate rafcal! who is itc 
you dare treat in this manner? . 

Puff. Heyday ! what is the matter now ? 

Dae. And is this the return for, all the obligations'; 

H h 3 yoiM 
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yen owe me ? But no matter ; the world, the world mall 
know what you are, and how you have us'd me. 
' Puff* Do your word ; I defpife yon. 

Dae. They fhall be told from what a dunghill you 
{prang. Gentlemen, if there be faith in a firmer, that 
fellow owe* every (hilling to me. 

Puff. To thee! 

Doc. Ay, firrah, to me. In what kind of way did I 
-find yon ; then where and what was your ftate ? Gentle* 
tnen, his mop was a (bed in Moorfields ; his kitchen, a 
broken pipkin of charcoal; and hk bed-chamber, under 
the 'counter. 

Puff. I never was fond of expence; I ever minded my 



Dae. Your trade f and pray with what ftock did yon 
trade ? I can give you the catalogue ; I believe it won't 
overburden my memory. Two odd volumes of Swift \ 
the Life of Moll Flanders, with cuts ; the Five Senfes* 
-printed and coloured by Overton ; a few daffies, thumbed 
and blotted by the boys of the Charter- houie; with the 
trial of Dr SachevereL 

Puff. Malice. 

Dae. Then, firrah, I gave you my Canning j, it was (he 
£rft fet you afloat. 

Puff.. A grub* 

Dae. And it is not only my writings: you know, 
Jirrah, what you owe to my phytic 

Bev. How! aphyfictan? 

Doc. Yes, Mr Bever; phytic and poetry. Apollo ii 
the patron of both: Qpiferque per orbem dicor. 

Puff. Hisphyfic! 

Dae. My phyfic ! ay, my phyfic. Why, dare you deny 
it, you rafcal ! What, have you forgot my powders for 
flatulent orudities? 

Puff. No. 

Dae. My eofmetic lozenge and fugar-plumbs I 

Puff No. 

Dae. My coral for cutting of teeth, my potions, my 
lotions, my pregnancy -drops* with my pafte for foper- 
fluous hairs? 

Puff. No, no j hare you done? 

• — Dae. 
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Dae. No, no, no ; but I believe this will fufhee for 
the prefent. 

Puff. Now, would not any mortal believe that I owM 
my all to this fellow ? 

Bev* Why, indeed, Mr Puff,, the balance does feem in 
his favour. 

Puff. In his favour ! why you don't give any credit 
to him? a reptile, a bug, that owes his very being ta- 
me. 

Dae. I, I, I L * . 

Puff* You, you ! What, I fuppofe you forget your gar- 
ret in Wine-office-court, when you f urn ifVd paragraphs 
for the Farthing-poft at twelvepence a dozen. 

Dae. Fi&ion. 

Puff. Then did not I get you made collector of ca- 
sualties to the Whitehall and St James's? but that poll 
your lazinefs loft you. Gentlemen, he never brought 
them a robbery till the highwayman, was going to be 
hang'd \ a birth, till the chriftening was over j nor a 
death, till the hatchment was up*. 

Dae. Mighty well ! 

Puff. And^now, becaufe the fellow has got a- little in 
flefh, by being puff to the play-houfc this winter, (to- 
which, by-the-bye, I got him appointed), he is as proud. 
and as vain as Voltaire. But I mall foon have him un- 
der; the vacation will come.. 

Dae. Let it. 

Puff. Then I (hall have him fneakihg and cringing,, 
hanging about me, and begging a bit of t ran flat ion. 

Dae. I beg, I,, for translation ! ' 

Puff. No, no, not a line ; not if you would do it for 
twfi-pence a-fheet. No boiPd beef and carrot at morn- 
ings ; no more cold pudding and porter. You may take 
your leave of my (hop. 

Dae. Your fhop ! then at parting I will leave you a* 
legacy. 

Bev. One, MrDa&yl! 

Puff. Let him alone. 

Dae. Pray, gentlemen, let mc do myfelf juflice. ... 

Bev. Younger, reftrain the Publifher's fire. 

Toun. Fie, gentlemen,. fuch an. illiberal combat: it isv 
a (caudal to the republic ©f letters. 
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. Bev. Mr Da&yl, . an old man, a mechanic, beneath— 
Dae. Sir, I am calm ; that thought has reftor'd me. 
Tx> your infignificancy you are. indebted for fafety. But 
what my generofity has faved, my pen (hall deftroy. 
Puff. Then you^muft.get.fomebodyto mend it; . 
Da c. Adieu ! * 

Puff. Farewell ! [Exeunt feverally. 

Bev. Ha, ha, ha ! come, let us along to the. fquire. 
Blockheads with reafon wicked wits abhor; 
But dunc% with dunce is barb'roua civil war; . 

A c t n. 

Enter Beter and Younger. 

Younger. 

POOR Da&yl ! and dwells fuch mighty rage in little * 
men? I hope there is no danger of .bloodfhed. 
Bev* Oh, not in the leaft ; , the gens vatuw, the natioft* 
of. poets, though an irritable, are yet a placable people. 
Their mutual interefU will. Upon. bring them together 
again. 
•' Toun. But (hall not we be late? The critical fenate is 
by this time affembled. 

Bev. I warrant you, frequent and. full;, where. 
Stately Bufo, puff'd by ev'ry quill, . 
Sits like Apollo, on his forked hill. 
But you know I mud wait for.Mifs Lofty; I am now 
totally directed by her; (he gives me the key to all Sir* 
Thomas's foibles, and. prescribes the mod proper method 
to feed them? but what good purppfe that will pro- 
duce— 

Toun. I s (he clever, .. adroit ? m 

Bev. Doubtlefs. I like your afking : the queflioa of 
me. 

Toun. Thenpayan implicit obedience: the ladies, in 
thefe cafes, generally know what they are about. . The 
door opens* 

Bev. It is Juliet, and with her old* Ruft. Enter, 
Franks you know the knight, fo no. introduction is 
wanted. [Exit Younger.] I fhould be glad to hear this 
reverend piece of lumber make love; the courtfhip mull 

ccr- 
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certainly be curious. Good manners, (land by ; by your 
leave I will liilen a little. [Bever retires. 

Enter Juliet and Ruft. 

JuL And your colle&ion is large? 

Ruft. Moft curious and capitals When, Madam, will 
you give me leave to add your charms to the catalogue ? 

JuL O dear! Mr Ruft, I fhall but difgrace it. Be- 
fides, Sir, when I marry, I am refolved to have my huf» 
band all to myfelf : now for the poffeflion of your heart 
I fhall have too many competitors. 

Ruft, How, Madam ? were Prometheus alive, and 
would animate the Helen that Hands in my hall, file 
fhould not coft me a figh. 

JuL Ay, Sir, there lies my greateft misfortune. Had 
I only thofe who are alive to contend with, by afhduity, 
affection, cares, and careffes, I might fecure my conqucft; 
though that would be difficult; tor I amconvinc'd, were 
you, Mr Ruft, put up by Preftage to auction, the 
Apollo Belvidere would not draw a greater number of 
bidders. > 

Ruft. Would that were the cafe, Madam, fo I might 
be thought a proper companion to the Venus de Me- 
dicis. 

JuL The flower of rhetoric, and pink of politenefs. 
But my fears are not confined to the living; for every 
nation and age, even painters and flatuaries, confpire a* 
gainft me. Nay, when the pantheon itfelf, the very god- 
deffes, rife up as my rivals, what chance has a mortal like 
me?— I fhall certainly laugh in his face.' \_Afide. 

Ruft. She is a delicate fubje&. — Goddefles, Madam ! 
zooks, had you been on Mount Ida when Paris decided 
the conteft, the Cyprian queen had pleaded for the pippin 
in vain. 

JuL Extravagant gallantry. 

Ruft. In you, Madam, are concenterM all the beauties 
of the heathen mythology : the open front of Diana, the 
luftre of Pallas's eyes— 

Jul. Oh, Sir! 

Ruft. The chromatic mufic of Clio, the blooming 
grace* of Hebe, the imperial port of queen Juno, with 
the delicate dimple3 of Venus. 

Jul. I fee, Sir, antiquity has not engrofs'd all your 

at?- 
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finds he can't be belovM, is to take care he is not heartily 
hated. There is no other alternative. 

Ruft. Madam, I fhaVt break my word with Sir Tho- 
mas. 

Jul. Nor I with myfelf. So there's an end of our 
conference. Sir, your very obedient. 

Ruft. Madam, 1, I, don't — that is, let me — But no 
matter. Your fervant. [Exit* 

Jul. Ha, ha, ha! 

Enter Bever from behind* 

Bev. Ha, ha, ha! Incomparable Juliet? How the old 
old dotard trembled and tottcr'd ! he could not have been 
more inflam-'d had he been robb'd of his Otho. 

Jul. Ay; was ever goddefs fo familiarly us'd? In my 
conscience, I began to be afraid that he would treat me 
as the Indians do their dirty divinities; whenever they 
are deaf to their prayers, they beat and abufe them. 

Bev. But after all, we are in an aukward fituation. 

Jul. How fo? 

Bev* I have my fears. 

Jul. So have not I. 

Bev. Your uncle has refolv'd that you mould be mar- 
ryM to Ruft. 

Jul. Ay, he may decree ; but it is I that muft exe- 
cute. 

Bev. But fuppofe he has given his word? 

Jul. Why then let him recal it again. 

Bev. But are you fure you fhail have courage enough— 

Jul. To fay no? That requires much refolution, in- 
deed. 

Bev. Then I am at the^height of my hopes. 

Jul. Your hopes ! Your hopes and your fears are ill- 
founded alike. _ - 

Bev. Why, you are determined not to be his. 
• Jul. Well, and what then ? 

Bev. What then? why, then you will be mine. 

Jui. Indeed ! and is that the natural confequence ? 
whoever won't be his muft be your's ? Is that the logic 
of Oxford ? 

Bev. Madam, I did flatter myfelf — 

JuL Then you did very wrong, indeed, Mr Bever : 

. • you 
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ymx mould ever guard againfl flattering yourfelf - f for uf 
all dangerous parafites, Self is the worft* . . 

Bev. I am aftonifh'd! 

Jul. Aflonjfh'd! you art mad* I believe! Why,. I 
have not known you a month. It is true, my uncle fays 
your father is his friend; your fortune, in time, will be 
eafy; your figure is not remarkably faulty $ and as to 
your understanding* paffable enough for a young fellow 
who has not feen much of the world-: but .when one talks 

of a hufband — Lord, 'tis quite another fort of a Ha, 

ha, ha! Poor Bever, how he flares I he ftands like a 
&atue ! 

iBev. Statue! Indeed, Madam, I am very near petrified. 
Jul. Even then, you wiH make as good a hufband at 
Ruft. But go, run, and join the affembly within : be at- . 
tcntive to every word* -motion* and look of my uncle's ; 
be dumb when he fpeaks, admire all he fays, laugh when 
he fmirks, bow when he fneezes ; in fhort, fawn, flatter, 
and cringe: don't be afraid of overloading his ftomach* 
fftr the knight lias a noble digeftion, and you will find 
fome there who will keep you in countenance. > 

Bev. I fly. So then, Juliet, you? intention Was only 
to try — 

Jul. Don't plague me with impertinent queftions $ 
march ; obey my directions. We mull leave the iffue to 
chance ; a greater friend to mankind than -they are will* 
ing to own. Oh, if any thing new fhould occur, yo» t 
may come into the drawing-room for further in flru&ions. 

[Exeunt fevemlly. 
Scene, a Room in Sir Thomas Lofty'/ houfe. 
Sir Thomas, Ruft, Puff, Da&yl, -and other* , dtfeoverei 

Jttting. 
- Sir Tho. Nothing new to-day from Parnaflus? 
Dae. Not that 1 hear. 

Sir Tho. Nothing critical, philofophicaH or political? 
Puffl Nothing. 

Sir Tbo* Then in this difette, this dearth of invention* 
give me leave, gentlemen, to diftribute my ftores. I have 
here in my hand a little fmtu't, fafyrical epigram ; new* 
fcnd prettily pointed: in fhort, a production that Martial 
himfelf would not have bluuVd to acknowledge* 
Ruft. Your own, Sir Thomas? 
Vol. IV. Ii Sir 



574 THE PATRON. 

Sir Tbo. O fie ! no ; fcnt me this morning, anonymotv 

Dae. Pray, Sir Thomas, let us hare it. 

All. By all means ; by all means. 

JSir Tbo. To Phillis. 

Think'ft thou, fond Phillis, Strephon told thee true, 
Angels are painted fair, to look like you: 
Another ftory all the town will tell ; 
Phillis paints fair — to look like an an-geL. 

All. Fine! fine! very fine! 

Dae. Such an eafe and fimplicity ! 

Puff. The turn fo unexpected and quick 1 

Ruft. The fatyr fo poignant ! 

Sir Tho. Yes; I think it poflefles, in an eminent de- 
gree, the three great epigrammatical requifitei; brevity, 
familiarity, and feverity. 

Phillis paints fair — to look like an-gel. 

Dae. Happy! Is the Phillis, the fubjed, afecret? 

Sir Tho. Oh, dear me! nothing perfonal; no: animr 
promptu ; a mere jeu tfefprit. 

Puff. Then, Sir Thomas, the fecret is out; it is your 
own. 

Dae. That was obvious enough* 

Puff. Who is there elfe could have wrote iti 

Ruft. True, true. 

Sir Tho. The name of the author is rieedlcfs. So it it 
an acquifition to the republic of letters, any gentleman 
:may claim the merit that will 

Puff. What a noble contempt! 
• .Dae. What greatnefs of mind ! 

Ruft. Scipio and Lselius were the Roman Loftys. 
Why, I dare believe Sir Thomas has been the making o( 
half the authors in town : he is, as I may fay, the great 
manufacturer; the other poets are but pedlars, that live 
by retailing his wares. 

All. Ha, ha, ha!^ well obferv'd, Mr Ruft. 

* Sir Tho. Ha, ha, ha! Molle at que facetum. .Why* 
•« to purfue the metaphor, if Sir Thomas Lofty was to 
' call in his poetical debts, I believe there would be a 
« good many bankrupts in the Mufe's Gazette. 

* All. Ha, ha, ha! 

< Sir Tho. But, a-propos, gentlemen; with regard tor. 
« .the eclipfe : you found my calculation exaft? 
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• &ac. To a digit. 

• SirTbo. Total darknefs, indeed! and birds going to 
- 4 rooft ! Thafe philomaths, thofc almanack-makers, are 

• • the moftV ignorant raicals— 

« Puff. ^It is amazing where Sir Thomas Lofty ftores 
•« ail his knowledge. 

9 Dae. It is wonderful how the mind of man can con- 

* tain it. 

• Sir Tho* Why, to tell you the truth, that circum- 
' dance has a good deal engag'd my attention; and I 

* belie?e you will admit my method of folving the phe- 

• * nomenon philofophical and ingenious enough* 

« Puff. Without queftion. 

« AIL Doubtlefs. 
i € Sir Tbo. I fuppofe, gentlemen, my memory, or mind,- 
;€ to be a cheft of drawers, a kind of bureau ; where, in 
•1 feparatc cellules, my different knowledge on different 
• : *-fubjecT:s is ftor'd; 

* ' RuJl' A prodigious difcovery ! 
4 Ail. Amazing ! 

Sir Tbo. To this cabinet, volition, or will, has a key;, 

' * fo when an arduous fubjeft occurs, 1 unlock my bureau,, 

' pull out the particular drawer, and am fupplied with* 

* what I want in an inftant. 

* *-Dac. A Malbranch! 
« Puff. A Boyle! 
\AU. A Locke! 

Enter Servant; 

Ser. MrBever. [Exif.- 

Sir Tbo. A young gentleman from Oxford, recom- 
mended to my care by his father. The univeriity has gi- 
' ven him a good folid Doric foundation ; and when he has 
receiv'd from you a few Tufcan touches, the Ionic and 
Corinthiau graces, I make no doubt but he will prove a 
Compofite pillar to the republic of letters. {Enter Be- 
ver.] This,. Sir, is the fchoot from whence fo many ca- 
pital mailers have iffued ; the river that enriches the re- 
gions of fcience. 

Dae. Of which river, Sir Thomas, you are the fource; . 
here we quaff: Et purpurea bibimus are neclar. 

Sir Tbo. Purpureo! Delicate, indeed, Mr Dactyl! Do-» 
you hear, , Mr Bever i Bibimus ore neclar. You, - young ; 

L i * i*. gentle*- 
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gentleman, mud be inftru&ed to quote; nothing gives a 
period more fpirit than a happy quotation, nor has in- 
deed a finer c&& at the bejad of arv efiay. Poor Dick 
iSteel! I hate obligM him with many a motto for his fu- 
gitive pieces. 

Puff. Ay ; and with the contents too, or Sir Richard 
is. foully bely'd. 

Enter Servant. 

Str. Sir Roger Dowlas. 

Sir Tho. Pray defire him to enter, [£*// Servant,] 
Sir Roger, gentlemen, is a confiderable Eait- India pro- 
prietor ; and feems defirous of collecting from this learned 
aifembly fome rhetorical flowers, which he hopes to ftrew 
with honour to himfelf and advantage to the company,, 
at Merchant- Taylors HalL" [Enter Sir Roger Dowlas.] 
Sir Roger, be &ated. This gentleman has* in common 
with the great eft orator the world ever law,, a fmall na- 
tural infirmity ; he flutters a little: but I have prefcribVL 
the fame remedy that Demofthenea ufed, and don't de- 
fpair of a radical cure. Well, Sir, have you digefied 
thofe general rules? 

Sirkog. Pr— ctt-~y well, I am ohli— g'd to you, Sir 
Thomas. 

Sir Tho. Have you been regular io taking your tinc- 
ture of fage, to give you confidence for fpeaking in pub- 
lic? 

SirRog. Y — es, Sir Thomas. 

Sir Tho. Did you open at the laft general court? 

Sir Rog. I attcm — p— ted fo — ur or fi— ve time*. 

Sir Tho.' What hinderM your progrefs? 

Sir R9g. The pe — b — bles. 

Sir Tho. Oh, the pebbles in his mouth. But they ace 
only put in to pra&ife in private ; you mould take them 
out when you are addreffing the public. 

Sir Rog. Yes ; I will for the fu — turc 

Sir Tho. Well, Mr Rufl, you had a tete-a-tete with 
my niece. A-prepos, Mr Bever, here offers a fine occafion 
for you ; we mail take the liberty to trouble your Mufe 
on their nuptials: O Love! O Hymen! here prune thy 
puiple wings; trim thy bright torch. Hey, Mr Bever t 

Bev. My talents are at Sir Thomas Lofty 's direction; 
tho' I mult defyair of producing any performance wor- 
th* 
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:tKy the attention of fo complete a judge of the elegant: 
arts. 

Sir Tho. Too modeft, good Mr Bever. Well, Mr 
Ruft* any new acquifition, fince our la& meeting, to your 
matchlefs collection ? 

Rujl. Why, Sir Thomas, I have both loft and gain'd - 
fince I faw you. 

Sir Tho. Loft! I am forryfor that. 

Rujl. The curious farcophagus, that was fent me from-* 
Naples by Signor Belloni — 

Sir Tho. You mean the urirthat wa» fuppofed to con- 
tain the dud of Agrippa? 

/?«/?. Suppofed! no doubt but it dicL 

Sir Tho. 1 hope no finifter accident to thatineftimable- 
relic of Rome ? * 

Rujl. 'Tis gone: 

iS/> Tho. Gone! olv ffliberafc! what, ftolen I fuppofe * 
by fome connoiffeur? - • 

Rujl. Worfe, worfe! a prey, a martyr to ignorance: - 
a houfemaid that IhirM laft week miftook it for 11 bro- 
ken green chamber-pot, and fent it away in the dull-- 
cart. 

Sir Tho. She merits impaling. Oh, the -Hun i 

Dae. The Vandal \ 
. AIL The Vifigoth I 

Rujl. But 1 have this day acquired atreafure that wiflH 
in fome meafure make me amends. 

Sir Tho. Indeed! what can that be? 

Puffl That muft be fomething curious,- indeed* 

Rujl. It hasxoft me infinite trouble to get it. 

Dae. Great rarities are not to be had without pains. 

Rujl. It is three months ago fince I got the firft fcent 
of it? and I had been ever. iince*on the hunt* but all to » 
no purpofe.- 

Sir Tho. I am quite upon thorns till I fee it* 

Rujl. And yefterday, when Lhad given it over, when* 
all my hopes were grow-a defperate, it fell into my hand* * 
by the moft unexpected and wonderful accident. 

Sir Tho. Shiod optanti divum pr omit t ere nemo 

Auderet) volvenda diet en attulit ultro. 
Mr Bever, you remark -my quotation?. 
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Bev. Moft happy. Oh, Sir, nothing you fay can be 
loft. 

Ruft. I have brought k here in my pocket ; I am no 
.churl ; I love to pleafure my friends. 

Sir Tho. You are, Mr Ruft, extremely obliging* 

All. Very kind, very obliging indeed. 

Ruft. It was not much hurt by the fire. 

Sir The. Very fortunate. 

Ruft. The edges are foil'd by the link, but many of 
the letters are exceedingly legible. 

Sir Rog. A li— ttk roo— m* if you p— leafe. 

Ruft. Here it is; the precious remains of the very 
North- Briton that -was burnt at the RoyaUExchange. 

SirTbo. Number Forty- five I 

Ruft. The fame. 

Bev. You are a lucky man, Mr Ruff. 

Ruft. I think fo. But, gentlemen, I hope I need not 
give you a caution : hufh — filence— -no words on this 
matter. 

Dae. You may depend upon us* 

Ruft. For as the paper has not fuffer'd the law, I don't 
know whether they may not feize it again. 

Sir Tbo. With us you are fafe, Mr Rufcr Well, young 
gentleman, you fee we cultivate all branches of fcience^ 

Bev. Amazing, indeed ! But when we eonfider you* 
Sir Thomas, as* the dire&rng r the ruling planet, our won- 
der fubfides in an in flan t. Science firft few the day with 
Socrates in the Attic portico; her early years were fpent 
with Tully in the Tufculan (hade j but her ripe, maturer 
hours, (he enjoys with Sir Thomas Lofty near Caven* 
difh-fquare. 

Sir T/fo-The moft claffical compHment I ever receivMI 
Gentlemen^ a phHofophical rcpaft attends your accep- 
tance within. Sir Roger, you'll lead the way. [Exeunt 
all but Sir Thomas and Bever.J Mr Bcver,. may I beg 
your car for a moment? Mr Bever^the friendfhip I have 
i&r your father, feeured you, at firft, a gracious re- 
ception from me ; but what I then paid to an old obli- 
gation, is now, Sir,, due to your own particular merit. 

Bev. I am happy, Sir Thomas, if — 

Sir Tho. Your patience. There is in you, Mr Bevor, 
a fire of imagination! a ojiicknefs of apprehenfion, a fo- 

\idkf 
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Edity of judgment, join'd to a depth of difcretion, that 
I if ever yet met whh in any fubje& at your time of life. 

Bev. I hope I (hall never forfeit— 

Sir Tho. I am fare you never will; and to give you a 
convincing proof that I think fo, I am now going to 
truft you with the moll important fecret of my whole 
life. 

Bev. Your confidence does me great honour. 

Sir Tho. But this muft be on a certain condition. 

Bev. Name it. 

Sir Tho. That you give me you* folemn promife ta 
comply with one requeft I (hall make you. 

Bev. There is nothing Sir Thomas Lofty can afk that 
I (hall not cheerfully grant. 

Sir Tho. Nay, in fac"fc, it will be ferving yourfelf. 

Bev. I want no fuch inducement. 

Sir Tho. Enough. But we can't be too private.*. [Shuts 
the door."} Sit you down. Your Chriftian name, I think, 
is — 

Bev* Richard. 

Sir Tho. True ; the fame as your father's : come, let 
us be familiar. It is, I think, dear Dick, acknowledge, 
that the Englifh have reach'd the higheft pitch of per- 
fection in every department of writing but one— -the dra- 
matic. - 

Bev. Why, the French critics are a little fevere. 

Sir Tho. And with reafon. Now, to refcue our credjt, 
and at the fame time give my country a model, [few* 
a manufcript^] fee here. 

Bev. A play? 

Sir Tho. A chefcTxuvre* 

Bev. Your owt»£ 

Sir Tho. Speak lower. I am the author. 

Bev. Nay, then there can.* be no doubt of its merit. 

Sir Tho. I think, not. Yo*r will be charm'd with the 
fubjedr,. 

Bev. What is it, Sir Thomas? 

Sir Tho. I mail furprife you; The ftory of Robinfba 
Crufoe. Are not you ft ruck? 

Bev.. Moil prodigiouHy ! 

Sir Tho. Yes ; - 1 knew the very title would lift you. 
You will find the whole fable is finely conducted ; and 
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the chara&er of Friday, qualh ah incepto, nobly fupport^ 
cd throughout. 

Bev. A pretty difficult tafk. 

Sir Tho. True; that was not a bow for a boy. The 
piece has long been in rehearfal at Drury-Lane play- 
houfe, and this jiight is to make its appearaxce. 

Bev. To-night? 

Sir Tho. This night. 

Bev. I will attend, and engage all my friends tofup- 
port it. 

iS/> Tho. That is not my purpofe; the piece will want 
no fuch afMance. 

Bev. 1 beg pardon. 

Sir Tho. The manager of that houie, (who, you know, 
is a writer himfelf ), finding all the anonymous things he 
produe'd. (indeed fome of • them wretched enough, and ; 
very unworthy of him) plac'd to his account by the pub- 
lic, is determin'd' to exhibit no more without knowing, 
the name of the author. 

Bev. A reafonable caution. 

Sir Tho. Now, upon my promife (for I appear to pa- 
tronize the play) to announce the author before the cur- 
tain draws up, Robinfbn Crufoe is advertised for this- 
evening. 

Bev. Oh, then you will acknowledge the piece to be- 
your's. 

Sir Tho.. No. 

Bev. How then ? 

Sir Tho. My defign is to give it to you. 

Bev. To me! 

Sir Tho. To you. 

Bev. What, me the author of Robinfbn Crufoe K 

Sir Tho. Ay. 

Bev. Lord, Sir Thomas, it will never gain credit: fo » 
complete a production the work of a ftripiing! Befides,. 
Sir, as the merit is your's, why rob yourfelf of the . 
glory? 

Sir Tho. I am .entirely indifferent to that. - 

Bev. Then why take the trouble? 

*S/> Tho. My fondnefs for letters, and love of my coun- 
try. Befides, dear Dick,, though the pauci t$ felefii> the. 
^ofen few,, know- the -full value-oLa.perfownaiice like 

tkifiv 
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this, yet the ignorant, the profane (by much the majo- 
rity ) will be apt to think it an occupation ill fuited to 
my time of life, 

Bev. Their cenfure is praife. 

Sir Tho. Doubtlcfs. But indeed my principal motive 
is my friendfhip for you. You are now a- candidate for 
literary honours, and I am determined to fix your famft 
on an immoveable bafis. 

Bev. You are moft exceflively kind \ but there is 
fomething (b difwgenuou9 in ftealing reputation front 
another man. 

Sir Tho. Idle % pun&ilio ! 

Bev, It puts me fo in mind of the daw in the fable. 

Sir Tho. Comei come, dear Dick, I won't fuffer your 
mode ft y to murder your fame. But the company will 
fufpect fomething; we will join them, and proclaim you 
the author. There, keep tne copy; to you I confign it 
for ever; it (hall be a fecret to lateft pofterity. You will 
be fmother'd with praife by our friends; they mall all is 
their bark to the playhoufe; and there, 

Attendant fail, 
Purfue the triumph, and partake the gale. 

[Exeukk 

ACT lit 

Enter Beyer, reading. 

SO ends the firft act. Come, now for the fecond* 
" Act the fecond, (howing,"— the coxcomb has pre- 
faced every aft with an argument too, in humble imita^ 
tion, I warrant, of Mpnf. Diderot — " Showing the fa- 
,**ital effects of difobedience to parents ;" with, I fuppofe, 
the diverting fcene of a gibbet ; an entertaining fubject 
for comedy. And the blockhead is as prolix; every 
fcene as long as a- homily. Let's fee \. how does this end ? 
" Exit Crufoe, and enter fome favages dancing a fara> 
" band.'' There's no bearing this abominable tram. 
\Enter Juliet.] So, Madam; thanks to your advice and 
direction, I am got into a fine fituation. 

Jul. What is the matter now, Mr Bever? 

Bev. The Robinfon Crufoe. 

JuU Oh f the play that is to be acted to-night. How 

fecret 
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Cecret you were ! Who in. the world would have guefi'd 
you was the author? 

Bev, Me, Madam! 

Jul. Your title is odd; but to a genius every fubjeft 
it good. 

Bev. You are inclin'd to be pleafant. 

Jul. Within they have been all prodigious loud in the 
praife of your piece ; but I think my uncle rather more 
eager than any. 

Bev. He has reafon; for fatherly fondnefs goes far. 

JuL I don't underftand you. 

Bev. You don't! 

Jul. No. 

Bev. Nay, Juliet, this is too much ; yeu know it is 
■one of my play. 

Jul. Whofethen? 

Bev. Your uncle's. 

Jul. My uncle's! Then how, in. the name of wonder, 
4ame you to adopt it ? 

Bev. At his earneft requeft. I may be a fool; but re- 
member, Madam,, you are the caufe. 

Jul. This is ftrange ; but I can't conceive what hi* 
fnotive could be. « 

Bev. His motive is obvious enough ; to fcreen him> 
felf from the infamy of being the author* 

Jul. What, is it bad, then? 

Bev. Bad! moil infernal ! 

JuL And you hav« confentedto own it? 
- Bev. Why, what could I do? He in a manner com- 
pell'd me. 

Jul. I am extremely glad of it. 

Bev. Glad of it ! Why, I tell you 'tis the moft dull, 
tedious, melancholy— 

JuL So much the better. 

Bev. The moft flat piece of frippery that ever Grub- 
ftreet produe'd. 

Jul. So much the better. 

Bev. It will be damn'd before the third aft. 

JuL So much the better. 

Bev. And 1 {hall be hooted and pointed at wherever 
I go. 

JuL So much the better. 

Bev. 
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Bev* So much the better! Zounds ! fo, I fuppofc, you 
would fay if I was going to be hang'd. Do you call thii* 
a mark of your friendfhip ? 

Jul. Ah, Bever, Bever ! you are a miferable politi- 
cian : do you know, now, that this is the luckielt inci- 
dent that ever occurred ? 

Bev. Indeed! 

Jul. It could not have been better laid, had we plann'd 
it ourfelves. 

Bev. You will pardon my want of conception; but. 
thefe are riddles. 

Jul. That at prefent I have not time to explain. But 
what makes you loiVring here ? Pail fix o'clock, as 1 
live! Why, your play is begun; run, run to the houfe. 
Was ever auther fo little anxious for the fate of his 
piece ! 

Bev. My piece! 

Jul. Sir Thomas! I know by his walk* Fly ; and pray 
all the way for the fall of your play. And do you hear, 
if you find the audience too indulgent, inclin'd to be 
milky, rather than fail, fqueeze in a little acid yourfelf* 
Oh, Mr Bever, at your return let me fee you be/ore you 
go to my uncle ; that is, if you have the good luck to be 
damn'd. 

Bev. You need not doubt that. [Zsx/7« 

Enter Sir Thomas Lofty. 

Sir Tho. So, Juliet; w£s not that Mr Bever? 

Jul. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Tho* He is rather tardy ; by this time his caufe in- 
come on. And how is the young gentleman affected? 
for this is a trying occafion. 

JuL He feems pretty certain, Sir. 

Sir Tho* Indeed I think he has yery little reafon for 
fear. I confefs I admire the piece, and feel as much for 
its fate as if the work was my own. 

JuL. That I mod fincerely believe. I wonder, Sir, you, 
did not choofe to be prefent. 

Sir Tho. Better not. My affections are ftrong, Juliet, ; 
and my nerves but tenderly ftrung; however, intelligent 
people are planted, who- will bring me, every ac% a faith- 
ful account of the procefs. 

jfuL That willanfwer your purpofe a* well* 

Sir 
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Sir Tho. Indeed I am paflionately fond of the arts, 

and therefore' can't help Did not fomebody knock? 

No. My good girl, will you Hep, and take care that 
when any body comes, the fervants may not be out of 
the way I [Exit Juliet.] Five-and-thirty minutes paft 
fix ; by this time the firft aft muft be over* John will be 
prefently here. I think it can't fail ; yet there is fo 
much whim and caprice in the public opinion, that— 
This young man is unknown ; they'll give him no cre- 
dit. I had better have own'd it myfelf : reputation goes 
a great way in thefe matters ; people are afraid to find 
fault ; they are cautious in cen faring the works of a man 
who— Hum! that's he: no; 'tis only the (butters. Af- 
ter all, I think I have chofen the beft way ; for if it fuc- 
ceeds to the degree I expect, it will be eafy to circulate 
the real name of the author; if it fails, I am conceal'dj 
rny fame fuffers — no — There he is. [Loud knocking.'] I 
can't conceive what kept him fo long. [Enter John.] 

So, John* well; and but you have beenainonftroiis 

while*. 

jolm. Sir, I was wedg'd fo clofe in the pit, that I could 
fcarcery get out. 

Sir Tho. The houfe was full, then? 

John. As an cg^ 9 Sir. 

•Sir Tho. That's right. Well, Jbhti, arid did matters 
go fwimmingly? Hey? 

John Exceedingly well, Sirw 

Sir Tho. Exceedingly well. I don't denibt ft. Wha*, 
vufl clapping and roars of appktafe, I fuppofe. 

John. Very well* Sir. 

Sir Tho. Very well, Sir! You are damn'd coftive, I 
think. But did not the pit and boxes thunder again? 

John. 1 can't fay there was over-much thunder. 

Sir Tho. No! Oh, attentive, I reckon. Ay* atten- 
tion ; that is the true, folid* fnbftantiaJ. apf>laufe. AH 
etfe may be purchas'di hands move as they are bid : but 
when the audience is hulh'd, ftill, afraid of lofing a word) 
then — 

John. Yes, they were very quiet, indeed, Sir. 

Sir Tho. I like them the better, John; a ftrOng mark 
of their great fenfibility. Did you fee' Robm ? 

John. Yes, Sir; he'll be here in a trice J I left him 

lift'ning 
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lift'ning at the back of the boxes, and charged him to 
make all the hafte home that he could. 

Sir 7fo.-That*fc right, John ; very well* your account 
pleafes me much, honeft John. [Exit John.]] No, I did 
not exped the firft a& would produce any prodigious ef- 
fect. And, after all, the firft aft is but a mere Introduc- 
tion; jufl opens the bufinefs, the plot, and gives a little 
infight into the characters ; To that if you but engage 
and intereft the houfe, it is as much as the beft writer 
can flatt — [Knocking twtkomt.'] Gadfo! what, Robin al- 
ready? why the fellow has the feet of a Mercury. £lfar- 
tcr Robin, j Well, Robin; and what news do you bring? 

Rob. I, I,. I — 

Sir Tho. Stop, Robin, and recover your breath. NoWj* 
Robin. 

Rob. There has been a woundy uproar below. 

Sir Tho. An uproar! what, at the play houfe? 

Rob. Ay. 

Sir Tho. At what ? 

Rob. I don't know : belike at the words the playfolk' 
were talking. 

Sir Tho, A t the players ! How can that be ? Oh, now 
I begin to perceive. Poor fellow, he knows but little of 
plays: What, Robin, I fuppofe, hallooing, and clapping, 
and knocking of Ricks. 

Rob. Hallooing! Ay, and hooting too. 

Sir Tho. And hooting! 

Rob. Ay,* and hiding to boot. 

Sir Tho. Hifling! yon muft be miftaken. 

Rob. By the mafs, but I am not. 

Sir Tho. Jmpoffible! Oh, moft likely fome drunken' 
disorderly fellows that were diiturbing the houfe, and in* 
terrupting the play ; too common a cafe ; the people were 
right, they deferv'd a rebuke. Did not you hear them- 
cry, Out, out, out! 

Rob. Noaj that was not the cry; 'twas, Off, off, off! 

Sir Tho. ')Tiat was a whimfioal noife. Zounds! that 
mull be the players. Did you obferve nothrtig elfe? * 

Rob. Belike the quarrel firft began between the gentry 
and a black»a-moor man. 

Sir Tho. With Friday! The public taftc is debtweVdr 
honeft nature is too plain and fimple for their vitiated 

Vol. IV. K k ?alateil 
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palates! [Enter Juliet.] Juliet, Robin brings me the 
ftrangeft account; fome little difturbance ; but Ifuppofe 
k was foon fettled again* Ob, but here comes Mr 
Staytape my.taylor; he is a rational being; we (hall be 
able to make fomething of him. [Enter Staytape.] So, 
Stay tape; what, is the third ad over already? 

Stay* Over, Sir ! no ; nor never will be. 

Sir Tbo. What do you mean ? 
■ Stay. Cut Short. 
. Sir Tbo. I don't comprehend you. 
. St My. Why, Sir, the poet has made a miftake ia 
tneafuring the tafte of the town : the goods, it feemt, 
did not fit; fo they return'd them upon the gentleman's 
Jbanda. 

Sir Tbo. Rot your affectation and quaintnefs, you 
puppy ! ipeak plain. 

Stay. Why then, Sir, Robinfon Crufoe is dead. 

Sir Tbo. Dead! 

Stay. Aye ; and what is worfe, will never rife any 
more. You will foon have all the particulars; for 
there were four or five of your friends clofe at my 
heels. 

Sir Tho. Staytape, Juliet, run and ftop them. Say I 
sun gone out ; I am fick ; I am engag'd : but whatever 
you do, be fure you don't let Bever come in. Secure 
of the victory, 1 invited them to the celebr— 

Stay. Sir, they are here. 

Sir Tbo. Confound . 

Enter Puff, Daftyl, and Ruft. 

Ruft. Aye, truly, Mr Puff, this is but a bitter be- 
ginning ; then the young man muft turn himfelf tofome 
other trade. 

Puff. Servant, Sir Thomas; I fuppofe you have heard 
the news of — 

Sir Tbo. Yes, yes ; I have been told it before. 
; Dae. I confefs, I did not fufpect it ; but there is no 
knowing what effect thefe things will have till they come 
.on the itage. 

Ruft. For my part, I don't know much of thefe mat- 
ters ; but a couple of gentlemen near me, .who (eem'd 
tfagacioug enough toojdeclar'd, that it was the vileft ftuff 

they 
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tney ever had heard, and wonderM the players would 
a&it. 

Dae. Yes : I don't remember to have feena more ge- 
neral diflike. 

Puff* I was- thinking to afk you, Sir Thomas, fof 
your intcreft with Mr Bever, about buying the copy ; 
but now no mortal would read it. Lord, Sir, it would 
not pay for paper and printings 

Ruft. I remember, Rennet, in his Roman antiquities^ 
mentions a play of Terence's, Mr Dactyl, that was ter- 
ribly treated; but that he attributes ta the peoples fond- 
nefs for certain funambuliy or rope-dancers; but I have) 
not lately heard of any famous tumblers in town : Sir 
Thomas, have you? 

Sir Tho. How mould I ? do you fuppofe- 1 trouble m|* 
head about tumblers-? 

Ruft. Nay, I did not— 

Bcv. [fptaking without."] Not to be fpoke with!' 
Don't tell me, Sir; he muft, he (hall. 

Sir Tho. Mr Bever's voice. If he is admitted in hi* 
prefent difpofition, the whole fecret will certainly out. 
Gentlemen, fome affairs of a mofk interfiling naturti 
makes it impoffible for me to have the honour of your 
company to-night ;. therefore 1 beg -you would be fo good ' 
as to — 

Ruft. Affairs ! no bad news ? I hope Mifs Jule* is well. - 

Sir Tho. Very 1 well 5 but I am moil exceedingly— 

Ruft. I (hall only juft flay to fee Mf Bever: poor lad t 
he will be moil horribly down in the mouth ; a little 
comfort won't come amifs* 

Sir Tho. Mr Bever, Sir! you won't fee him hfere; 

Ruft. Not here ! why I thought 1 heard his voice but ' 
juft now. 

Sir Tho. You are miftaken, Mr Ruft ; buN— 

Ruft. May be fo; then we will go. Sir Thomas, my 
compliments of condolence, if you pleafe, to the poet* 

Sir Tho. Ay, Ay. 

Dae. And mine ; for I fuppofe we fhan't fee him? 
foon. 

Puff. Poor gentleman ! I warrant he wont (how hi# 
head for thefe fix months. 

K k 2- - Ruft. 



$ 88 THE PATRON. 

Rmftt Aj t ay > indeed I am wcrf forty for kin ; fo 
tell him, Sir. 

Due. and Puff. So are we. " 

Ruft. Sir Thomas, your fcrvant. Come, gentle- 
men. By all tbii coofufion in Sir Thomas, there muft be 
fomething more in the wind than I know ; but I will 
watch, I am refolv'd. [Exeunt. 

Bev. [without.] Rafcalft ftand by I I muft, I will 
fee him. « 

Enter Bever. 

So, Sir; this is delicate treatment, after all I hare 
fuffer'd. 

Sir Tbo. Mr Bever, I hope you don't-— that is— 

Bev. Well, Sir Thomas Lofty, what think you now 
of your Robinfon Crufoe ? a pretty performance ! 

Sir Tho. Think, Mr Bever! 1 think the public are 
blockheads ; a taftelefs, ftupid, ignorant .tribe ; add a 
man of genius deferves to be damn'd who writes any 
thing for them. But courage, dear Dick; the princi- 
pals will give you what the people refufe ; the clofet 
will do you that juftice the ftage has denyM: Print your 
play. 

Bev. My play ! Zounds, Sir, 'tis your own. 

Sir Tho. Speak lower, dear Dick ; be moderate, my 
good, dear lad ! 

Bev. Oh, Sir Thomas, you may be eafy enough \ you 
are fafe and fecure, removed far from . that precipice 
that has dafh'd me to pieces. 

Sir Tho. Dear Dick, don't believe it will hurt you : 
the critics, the real judges, will difcover in that piece 
fuch excellent talents — 

Bev. No, Sir 1 homas, no. I (hall neither flatter you 
nor myfelf ; I have acquired a right to fpeak what I 
think. Your play, Sir, is a wretched performance; and 
in this opinion all mankind are united. 

Sir Tbo. May be not. 

Bev. If your piece had been greatly receiv'd, I would 
bave declared Sir Thomas Lofty the author ; if coldly, 
I would have own'd it myfelf ; but fuch difgraceful, 
fitch contemptible treatment! — I own the burden is too 
heavy for me; -fo, Sir, you muft bear it yoUrfelf. 

Sir Tho. Mc, dear Dick ! what, to become ridicu- 

- lous 
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lous in the decline of my life ; to deftroy, in one hour, 
the fame that forty years has been building ! that was 
the prop, the fupport of my age ! Can you be Cruel 
enough to defire it ? 

Bev. Zounds ! Sir, and why muft I be your crutch \ 
Would you have me become a roluntary victim. No, 
Sir, this caufe does not merit a martyrdom. 

Sir Tho. I own myfelf greatly oblig'4; but perfevere, 
dear Dick, perfevere ; you have time to recover your 
fame ; I beg it with tears in my eyes. Another play 
will-*- 

Bev. No, Sir Thomas ; I hare done with the ftage j 
the mufes and I meet no more* 

Sir Tho. Nay, there are various roads open in life. 

Bev. Not one where your piece won't purfue me : If 
I go to the bar, the ghoit of this curd comedy will fol- 
low, and hunt me in Weftminfter-hall. Nay, when i 
die, it will flick to my memory, and I mail lie banded 
down to pofterity with the author of Lav* in a HoUvw 
Tree. 

Sir Tho. Then marry: You are a pretty (mart fi* 
gure: and your poetical talents— 

Bev. And what fair would admit of my fuit, or fa- 
mily with to receive me ? Make the cafe your own, Sir 
Thomas; would you? 

Sir Tho. With infinite pleafure. 

\Bet\ Then give me your niece j her hands (hall feal 
up my lips. 

Sir Tho, What, Juliet > Willingly. But are you fe- 
rious? Do you really admire the girl? 

Bev. Beyond what words can exprefs. It was by her 
advice I confented to father your play. 

Sir Tho. What, is Juliet appriz'd ? Here Robin, 
John, run and call my niece hither this moment. That 
giddy baggage will blab all in an inftant. 

Bev. You are miftaken; (he is wifer than you art 
aware of. 

Enter Juliet. 

Sir Tho. Oh, Juliet! you know what has happened? 

Jul. I do, Sir. 

Sir Tho. Have you reveaPd this unfortunate fecret I 

Jul. To no mortal, Sir Thomas. Sir 

Kkj 
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Sir Tbo. Come, give me your hand. Mr Bever, child, 
for my fake, has renounced the ftage, and the whole re- 
public of letters; in return, I owe him your hand. 

Jul. My hand! what, to a poet hooted, hifled, and 
exploded! You mull pardon me, Sir. 

Sir Tbo. Juliet, a trifle! The moil (hey can fay of him 
is, that he is a little wanting in wit ; and he has fo many 
brother-writers to keep him in countenance, that now-a- 
days that is no reflection at all. 

Jul, Then, Sir, your engagement to Mr Ruft. 

Sir Tbo. I have found out the rafcali he has been 
more impertinently fevere on my play than all the reft 
put together; fo that I am determined he (hall be none 
of the man. 

Enter Ruft. 

Ruft. Are you fo, Sir? what, then, I am to be fa- 
crihVd, in order to preferve the fecret that you are a 
blockhead: but you are out ra your politics; before 
sight it (hall be known in all the coffee-houfes in town. 

Sir Tbo. For heaven's fake, Mr Ruft! - 

Ruft. And to-morrow I will paragraph you in every 
newfpaper; you (hall bo longer impofe on the world ; . I 
will unmaflc you; the lion's flrin (hall hide you no 
longer. 

Sir Tbo. Juliet! Mr Bever! what can I do? 

Bev. Sir Thomas, let me manage this matter. Har- 
kee, old gentleman, a word in your ear? you remember 
what you have in your pocket ? 

Ruft. Hey! how! what I 

Bev. The curiofity that has coft you- fo much pains.' 

Ruft. What* my JEneas! my precious relic\ of Troy !- 

Bev. You muft give up that or the lady. 

Jul. How, Mr Bever ? 

Bev. Never fear ; I am fure of my man. 

Ruft. Let me confider. As to the girl, girls are. 
plenty enough; lean marry whenever I will: But my 
paper, my phoenix, that fprings frefh from the flames* 
that can never be match'd. — Take her. 

Bev. And as you love your own. fecret, be careful of. 
eure. 

Ruft. I am dumb. 

Sir Tbo. Now, Juliet. 
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Jul. You join me, Sir, to an unfortunate bard ; but, 
to procure your peace— 

Sir Tho. You oblige me -for ever. Now the fecrct dk$ 
with us four. My fault. I owe him much* 
Be it your care to (hew it ; 

And blefs the man tho' I have damn'd the poet* 
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THE PICTURE OF A PLAY-HOUSE. 

By D AVID GAR R ICK, Efq. 

Spoken by Mr WARD, 
At the Theatre-Royal, Edinburgh, 1783. 

YE focial friends of claret and of wit, 
Where'er difpers'd in merry groups ye fit ; 
Whether below ye glide the glittering fcene, 
Or in the upper regions oft have been 5 
Ye bucks aflembled at your Ranger's call, 
Damme, I know ye — and have at ye all! 
The motive here that fets our bucks on fire, 
The generous wifh, the firft and laft defire; 
If you will plaud its echo to renown, 
Or urg'd with fury tear the benches down ; 
, Tis ft ill the fame — to one bright goal we hafte, 
To fhow your judgment and approve your tafte* 
'Tis not in nature for ye to be quiet : 

No, demme, bucks exift but in a liot. 

For 
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For inftance now— to pleafe the ear and charm th' ad- 
miring crowd, 
Your buck* o' the boxes fneer and talk aloud : 
To the green box next with joyous fpeed you run, 
Hilly-ho! ho! my bucks ! well, damn it, what's the fun? 
Tho' Shakefpeare fpeaks— regardkfs of the play, 
Ye laugh and loll the fprightly hours away: 
For to feem fenfiblc of real merit, 

damme, 'tis low, 'tis vulgar — beneath us lads of fpirit. 
Your bucks o' the pit are miracles of learning, 

Who point out faults to (how their own difcerning ; 
And critic-like beftriding martyred fenfe, 
Proclaim their genius and vaft confequence. 
The fidelong row, whofe keener views of blifs 
Are chiefly centered in a favourite mifs ; 
A fet of jovial bucks who here re fort, 
FluftVd from the tavern, reeling, ripe for fport, 
Wak'd from their dream oft join the general roar, 
With bravo, bravo— bravifnmo, eh damme, encore ! 
Or, (kipping that, behold another row, 
Supply'd by citizens, or fmiling beau ; 
Addrefling Mifs, whofe cardinal protection 
Keeps her quite fate from rancorous detraction ; 
Whofe lively eyes beneath a down-drawn hat, 
Gives hint (he loves a little . you know what. 
Ye bucks above, who range like god* at large — 
Nay, pray, don't grin, but liften to your charge — 
You who defign to change this fcene of raillery, 
And out-talk players in the upper-gallery; 
Oh there's a youth, and one o' the fprightly fort — 

1 don't mean you— damme, you've no features for't— 
Who (lily (kulks to hidden ftation 

(While players follow their vocation). 

Whittle off off off? Nofee roaft-beef — there's education. 

Now I've cxplor'd this mimic world quite through, 
And fet each country's little faults to view : 
In the right fenfe receive the well-meant jeft, 
And keep the moral ftill within your breaft ; 
Convinc'd I'd not in heart or tongue offend, 
Your hands acquit me, and I've gain'd my end. . , 

END OF VOLUME FOURTH. 



